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Praiſe ye the Loxp; ; Her it is good ta 
ſing Praiſes to our Gop; for it 2s 
pleaſant, and Frog is comÞly, Palm 


cxlvii. 1. 


*© Nothing in our Church militant, re 
0 repreſents the Church triumphant, | 
* than that ſacred and harmonious 
% Way of ſinging Praiſes and Hal- 
* llujahs to Goo. 


Hz TLIx Hip. Sab. Part II. Cap. 5. P. 


Brijta! ; at the Tabernacle, and at Mr, — „ 
the Tabernacle Houſe, London. 
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4 5 EYES 


Duos Opportunities in which 
I have been favour'd with your 
Y22 agreeable Company; I always 
$3 obſerved your particular Fond- 
neſs of joining in Hymns, to praife the 
benificent JEsus, who has diſplayed his 
Glories in your Heart. Thrs, Sir, to- 
gether with your requeſting me to tran- 
{cribe ſome of theſe Hymns, when laſt 
at your Houſe, has embolden'd me to 
dedicate them ſo particularly to your Ser- 
vice. 


No doubt your appearing Patron of 

this Volume, may encreaſe that Reproach 

you fo gladly ſuffer for the Honour of 
cur deſpiſed Lox. 

| A 2 For 


4 _ 


4 Dedication. 

For I am ſenſible how void Zheſe 
Hy mxs are of artful Figures, and the 
other Embeliſhments of Poetry. You 
know, S:r, they are wrote for the Uſe 
of a ſimple People, who in general are 

little acquainted with /uch things; and 
probably may (and with a great deal of 
-Juſtice too) eſteem hem but as unpro- 
fitable Hutks: For what Advantage gains 
the Man, who Day after Day, pleaſes 

himſelf with dry, with empty Sounds? 
Is his Soul profited? A tickling empty 
Pride is all the Heaven they produce. 


* 


But the Thing aim'd at in Fheſe 


Hymns, is to profit the Soul, to raiſe 
it to a real Heaven: However unpoliſh'd 


they appear, Gop has thus bleſs'd ſome 


of them in the Congregations, and 


knowing that what Gop cwns, muſt be 
particularly dear to his People; I offer 


this as the moſt ſuitable Return for the 


Honours and Favours I have received at 


your Hand. 5 


I know the cur:5us Reader will be of- 
fended the Hymns are not more regu- 
larly ranged; and perhaps too, becauſe 
8 The 
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Dedication. 5 


the Subjects are ſo vaſtly different; but 
it is not thoſe (who have empty Curioſity 
for their Guide, and Self their leading 
Principle) theſe Hymns are intended 
for; but for you, dear Sir, and the S- 
cieties I labour with, who have Gop's 
SPIRIT for your Guide, and his Glory 
for your leading Principle. 


Truſting, that that go9d SPIRIT hath 


aſſiſted me in theſe Performances; and 4 


having Gop's Glory in View, in pub- 


liſhing them, I yet again offer them to 


you both; and ſubſcribe my ſelf, 
Honoured and dear S1R, 
Yours, and Tbeirs; 


In cloſeſt Bonds 


' Of Duty and Aﬀettion ; 


E. GopwiN. 
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Who makes his boaſt of Jeſus ev'ry day, ä 
Confeſſing him, the Life, the truth, the way. 


Like as his captain, he ne'er dreads 
3 ͥͤ ⅛iß ot. 
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The Chriſtian Life. 


I. 
OW happy is the ſoul ſer free! 
Whoſe ſacred life is hid in thee! 


Who on thy martyr'd body feeds, 
A full ſupply for all his needs ; 


II. 
He cannot fear the threat'ning foe ; 
He cannot any danger know , 
While on the Lamb, with fixed Eyes, 
And ſteadfaſt heart, his foul relies 
But thro' the pow'r of Feſa's precious blood, 
Conqu'ring he reigns, and lives the life of God. 


And tho? a rugged parti treads, "li. _ 


"+ HYMMN-S. 

But happy thro' the pow'r of faith, 

He waits the wiſh'd for hour of death; 
And joytul ſings, his pilgrimage along, 
Jeſus, his great ſalvation, ſtrength, and ſong, 

IV. 

Thus ſings my ſoul, for I have found, 

That ſafe aſſylium, Feſ#u's wound: 

O may I never thence depart; 

But love the Lamb with all my heart; 

Till Zion's final trump ſhall ſummons me, 
To manſions of eternal liberty. 


eee 
The Cbriſtian's Love. 
I. 
May my Soul, be faſter bound, 
e Than formal, brittle vows can tyc; 
Seal'd by the blood of Je s wound, 
Ty'd to his heart eternally; ; 
That this my faithleſs heart may prove, 
A fixed monument of love. 
. 


"Tis all I wiſh, tis all I want, 
A faithful lover to abide; | 
For this I daily ſigh and pant, 

Never to leave our Saviony's (ide ; ' 
For O fach charms in Chrif I fee, 
I only would his lover be. | 


 Becauſ? he will a Saviour prove. 


HYMNS. 15 
III. 


His thorn-pierc'd temples, marred face, 
In which the world no form can ſee, 
8 N with ſuch a heav'nly grace, 
I'm raviſh'd quite, his bride I'll be; 
And there's ſuch kindneſs in his heart, 
He won't from my propoſal ſtart. 


| IV. 
O wond'rous love! he courteth me! 
Was ever love like this before? 
What can he in my perſon ſee? 


__ *Fis love; I ll reaſon then no more: 
He loves, becauſe his heart is love; 


V. 
Yet oft I feel my heart fo cold, 
Such faint returns of love J a He 
I'm quite aſham'd it ſhould be told, 
The thought, my harden'd heart hall break, 
I feel it melt, I yield, Pm thine; — 
And my beloved he is mine. 


The Chriſtian 5 Faith. 
Rom. viü. 35, 37, 38, 39: & 


I. — 1 
L Ta tempting devil frive, | 8 . 


Me from 776 s wounds to drive ; 3 * — 4 
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All his efforts vain ſhall prove, 
To divide me from Chri/'s love. 


II. 


Tribulations, ſore diſtreſs, 
Perſecution, nakedneſs, 
Famine, peril, or the ſword, 
Cannot part me from my Lord. 


III. 
Nay, ſhould theſe together join, 
All at once their force combine, 
ſhould ſtill a conqu'ror be, 
Thro' the Lord, who loveth me. 


| 5 IV. 
Death, nor liſe, I ſurely know, 
Powers above, nor powers below, 
Preſent things, nor things to come, 
Can eder cauſe my foul to roam. 
| V. 
Heights of honour, pomp, nor praiſe, 
Deprhs of ſcandal, nor diſgrace ; 
Hell, and men their craft employ, 
Solid ſtill, my peace and joy. 
Ro ': 
Heights of favour, gitts of love, 
epths of forrow, can't remove ; 
Nor no creature elſe divide, 


Me from Jeſus crucity'd. | 
| The 


he 


They would not leave the lifeleſs block, 


Can after empty ſhaddows range, 
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SSTSSSSSOSSSTTTTSTS TS - 
The Church's Ingratitude. 


Jer. ii. 10, 11. 


J. 
\EARCH ev'ry peopled land, 
In all the earth abroad; 
Where ſhall we find, the abject band, 
Would leave their fancy'd God 2 
No, tho' a ſenſeleſs ſtock, 
Was the dumb God they had, 


That their own hands had made. 
III. 

But ye, my glory change, 

Can all my love forget, 


And turn from me your feet. 
IV. 
Let heav 'n in wonder ſe, 
raePs mngratitude; 2 
How baſely Jrael turns from me, "ib: 
From me their only good. | 
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Preparation for Judgment TEK EL. 
J. 


I E judgment's near, the ballance hung, 
Perfection in the ſcale is laid, 
And ex'ry foul, all the vaſt throng, 
Which by the pow'r of God were made, 
Thro' to'ther empty ſcale mult go, | 
And thus cheir finite ſentence know. 
II. 
Sinners, who ſeek no righteouſneſs, 
What pow'r can weigh the ballance down ? 
Your gold you kave, your pomp, your dreſs, 
Or had you thouſands for your own, 
Your heaps of gold are vanity ; 
And Tex tr would your ſentence be. 


. N 
Self-righteous fouls, who duties heap, 
Who fafts, and feaſts, and vigils mind; 
Bur {till are inwardly afle-p, | 
What other ſentence can ye find, 
Than &ribes and Phari/ee's ot old? 
TEKEL was their's, our Saviour told. 
| „ 
Does ſome poor ſoul now bow his head ? 
And helpleſs ſigh, what ſhall I do, 
When! am in the ballance weigh'd, 
T'eſcape ch' impending load of wo? ? 


Pet 


HYMNS. 19 
Put on the Lord, our righteouſneſs ; 
The Scale is void, by Jesu's grace. 


V. 


United with the Lamb of God, 
Perfection don't that foul outweigh ; 
No TExEL, where the Saviogr's blood 
Is found, it always bears the ſway; 
And fp eaks the ſinner waſh'd therein, 
T from guilt and ſin. 


Wrote in a Fever. 
I. 

HAT 'pleafure have I, 

What comfort.of heart ? 
I gladly could die, 

0 F rom all things 2 

To dwell with that 2 
Who died on the croſs, 

And there ſhow'd his favour 
To ſuch fouls as us. 


II. 


O, when I behold 
His death on the tree 
It cannot be told, | 8 
How happy I be: > i 
My heart, in ſoft ſinging, TE d 
Is praiſic g my God; 
Who dy'd as my off ring. 
And bought me with blood. 


a. HYMNS. 


III. 


I'm ravifh'd thro' out, 

Delive'rd from ſin; 

Am rais'd above doubt, 

Have no dread within ; 
His blood, with fuch ſweetneſs 

Does reſt on my heart; 
feel it my meetneſs, 

I want to depart. 


IV. 


Yet here I'm fo glad, 
1 don't fret and pine; 
I hold up my head, 
Refreſh'd with this wine, 
The blood of my Savicur ; 
Which day atter day, 
Quite frames my behaviour 
To Jeus's way. 
V. 
O way 1 remain, 
Always at thy croſs; 
And ling He was ſlain, 
A ran om for us 
1 il with the great number 
Redeem'd by thy blood, 
I ſing loud as thunder, 
Salvation to God. 


| 
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For a Society. 
# ; 
RE ye chriſtians? are ye o ? 
Doth the Saviour dwell in you? 


is his Spirit in your heart? 
Have you in his blood a part? 


II. 
Come then, chriſtians, join with me; 
Each a cheartul chriſtian be; 
Droop nor ; ear not 5 look not down ; 
Look ye to the Savicur's crown. 


III. 


, | Let a ſmile from peace within, 


Speak to all our pardon'd ſin; F 
Joytul, let us trav ling paſs, * 
e appointed race. 255 | 
IV. 

Je/us would not have us be N 
Strangers to true 


Why then reſt ye, Hier here, 


In the valley of deſpair } 


S 
Look to Cbrift, his perfect love, 
Shall thy ev'ry fear remove; . 
Truſt in him, and you ſhall find . 
eus, and Peace do mind. 


A Para- 


a 
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A {Le of the 12th * Rewela. 


J. 


HEN Jobn was by the Spirit led, 
To fee the things in heaven, 
By Inſpirat ion then he wrote, 
The Revelation giv'n. 


II. 


Where many wond'rous things are told, 
Strange to the carnal mind, © 

. About the Lamb, the Son of God, 

A Who is to ſinners kind. 


III 


Among the reſt, he there relates 
| A woman, Teſu A 
E l fav'rite pouſe appzar'd i in heav'n n, 


Near to our Saviour's ſide. 


Y | IV. 
She . ſan of 2 1els, 
4 "4 Teſus her areſs compleat ; 


All leffer lights ſhe thought as dung, 
And trod beneath her feet. 


V. 
Twelve of the train, th' apoſtles, who 
Laid down their lives for G; 
As glirt'ring ſtars, adorn'd the bride, 
Ide * of . s blcod. 


* 
„ 


 Travilmg {© 


1 
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| "Trav 'ling in birth, he ſays, ſhe cry d, 
| To be deliv er'd, pain'd ; 
When a great dragon red with wrath, 
As tho from hell unchain'd, 


VII. 
With all his mighty pow'r aroſe, 
Who thouſand angels guil'd, 
And near the ranſom'd woman ſtood, 
To ſlay the new-born child. 


VIII. 


But ſoon as e'er the child was born, 
He, by a pow'r unſeen, 
Was caught unto the throne of God, 
A king with God to reign. 


IX. A 
She fied unto the wilderreſs, © 
But in that deſert place, | | ? 


The Lord appointed fome ſhould feed, 
The woman with his grace. * | 


* 
And now, in heav'n a war aroſe; 
The angels and their prince, 


| Againit the mighty dragon fought, 
"And drove the dragon thence. 


XI. g 
The dragon, who the earth deceives, 7 
15 found no more in heav'n; : 


— > „„ . a 


* 
1 . 
* | 
I .% * 
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Caſt to the earth, his angels too, 
With him were headlong driv'n. 


XII. 


Then Afchael, and his angels ſung, 
Now is ſalvation come; 
The kingdom of our Chritt is Hd; 
Th accuſer finds no room. 
They ſang, and trampled down the foe; 
By blood they overcame ; GE 
Regardleſs of their lives they fought, 
And conquer'd thro' the Lamb. 


XIV. 


Let heav'n, and all her hoſt rejoice, 
But woe to earth and fea; 
For lo! th' accuſer is come down, 
Inrag'd with wrath to'rds thee. 
XV. 
When ſatan ſaw his woeful fall, 
Aud knew his time not long, 
With all his rage, he fiercely fought, 
Againſt the,ranſom'd one. 
5 XVI. 
But, to the woman there was giv'n 
Ihe Wings of faith and love; _ 
Two mighty wings that ſhe might fly, 
Where the might ſafety prove. 


= 2 
Th' in- 


4 * 


B But know, ye follow'rs of the Lams, 


Io tell poor fonts his caprain's fim: : 
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XVII. 


Th' inraged ſerpent then ſpew d out 
Sin as a mighty food; 

To drown, or drive her ſoul away, 
From the ſweet paths ot God. 


XVIIL 


The carth, th' opprelled woman, he 5 
Swallow 'd the dragon's flood; 

The dragon vex'd, fought with her ed. 
The tollow'rs of our God. 


. 


He vainly tights with you : 
Go, hide ye in the wounds of Chrift; 
72 [Pall be c0nqu *rors too. 
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The Sereant' s 8 peech Piri tualig d. 


I. 


Miniſter of Chriſt our G 
Who knew the power of Jen #'s blood, 
Had at his hears an ardent flame, 


In ev'cy place he ſong t to Jiſt, | 
Thouſands of fouls for Je . 


3 This 


% 
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II. 
This was his ſpeech : Ho! volunteers, 


Yea each, who for God's ſervice cares: 


In the great troop of happy men, 
Commanded by the Lamb, once lain ; 
The chief commander of thoſe hots, 
1 hat conqueſt over hell can boaſt. 


III. 


Let them to calv'ry's mount repair, 
The charming ſt inn I'm ſure is there: 


For your advance you'll there receive 


That peace the world can never give; 
And enter into pre ent pay, 
Abundant treaſure ev ry day. 

The very beſt of quarters too, 

For all that but theſe quarters view; 


Once entꝰ' ring in our Savicur's arms, 
Are ſo tranſported with his charms, 


They never more can lodge elſewhere ; 


They cannot other quarters bear. 
V 


Ang ſoon ac y the troop ſhall meer, 
Which h p'd at 7ew's feet, 
Your common Ap you'll lay afide, 
And take the robe in ſcarlet dy'd; 


And all acc 


rs receive, 
Like thoſe who in his preſence live. 


SOSSTITTSSSSSSRSSSOSS 


Conqueſt I can never miſs; 


Come ye worldlings, come euliſt, 
This the voice of Jets Chris; 
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The Same. 


N Mo 
T BY faith ealifted am, 

In the ſervice of the Lamb ; 
Pre ent pay I now receive; 
Future happineſs he'll give: 
I enlifted ſure ſhall be, 
Happy in eternity. 

I n. 


Je us now my captain is, 


Let the tends of hell engage, 
Fret, and foam, and roar, and rage; 
T his /oldier "ure ſhall be, © 
Happy ia eternity. 

| _ 
What a captain have I got 
Is not mine a happy lott ? 
Hear ye worldlings, hear my ſong, 
This the language of my tongue; 
I his ſeldier ſure ſhall be, 
Happy in cternity. 

IV. 


* 


Whoſoever will, may comes 
Willing foldiers, here is room; 
B 2 ' tou 
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Hoppy in eternity. 
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Jam enlifted ſure (hall be, 0 


V. 


Other ſerjeants boaſt arid fay, 
None ſo happy, are as they; 
Brag their captain's worth, and fame, 
Add a title to his name; 
Tet can't promiſe you bal. be, 
Happy in eternity. 

VI. 
Hear the ſpeech I now proclaim, 
Jeſus is my captain's name, 
Now I loudly notice give, 
Sinners all, who pant to live; 
tou enlifled ſure ſhall be, 
Finny in eternity, 


VII. 


Be perſwaded, take his pay, 
All your fins he'll waſh away; 


Now in Feſ/#s's name believe, 
Future happineſs he'll give, 
Yes, in he:ven you ſhall be, 
Aar in eternity. 


For the Sabbath. 
J. 
U R great Jebovab claim'd a day, 
| And own'd it with peculiar pow't ; | 
He ſaid at firſt, it bleſs'd ſhould be; 
Then did the Fews their God adore, 
And on that day did ſurely prove, 
A double meaſure of his love. 
Ts - 
But as the bleſſings Fe/us gave, 
With greater love, and luſtre ſhone, 
When riing from the conquer'd grave, 
He ſhow'd the mighty work was done: 
So the bright ſabbath of our day, 
Shines with a better, milder ray. 
Ws was their ſabbath ſweet to them? 
Inen did they prove peculiar grace? 
How ſhould a chriſtian's heart now flame? 
Our ſabbath ſhows our Saviour's face: 
Thy pow'r Je us, makes us ſay, 
This firſt day, is thy ſabbath-day. 
as On 
We'd keep it holy to our Gd; 
Nor ſpeak our words nor think our tho'rs; 
O let thy perfect cleanſing blood, 
Now waſh away our thouſand faults ; 
B 3 OT That 


„„ 
That this, a wage 4 day may prove, 
0 


A ſign, a token, of thy love. 
Chriſt the Roſe and Lillie. ( 
, | 


HARO N's roſe may boaſt it's bloom, ' 

Wide diftuſe it's choice perfume, | 
Ev'ry budding flow'r out-do, | 
With it's charming crimſon view; 
And in ev'ry field, 
Beauty and ſweet fragrance yield: 
Thus it paints God's lovelineſs, 
Speaks his charms, and tenderneſs. 


II 


[ am ſbaron's roſe, he ſayth; 

_ Give me Saviour, give me faith; 

Thy rich lovelineſs to view, 

Banquet on thy fragrance too: 

 Sharons's roſe was free, 

Chrift who dy'd upon the tree, 

Freely does his charms diſcloſe; 

Jeſus, he is ſbaron's ro/e. i 
III. 

Roſes, deck d the people gay, 

As an ornament were they, 

W boſo to a feaſt would go, 

Roſes ns'd to crown his brow :; 


Such 
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Such th' appointed gueſt, 
Such were welcome to the feaſt; 
Sharon's roſ2. it made them tine, 
Crown'd them with an air divine. 
IV. 

Js, he is ſharons's ro%; 
Lab crown my worthleſs brows; 

e an ornament for me, 


So ſhall I admitted be. 


to th” eternal teaſt ; 
Be at God's right hand a gueſt, 
Banquet at that feaft of love, 
Which I ſigh, and long to prove. 


V. 


Lillies of the vale, how white 


Form'd tor fragrance, and deligut, 

Typihte that perfectneſs, 

Which does all our tho'ts ſurpaſs ; 
Mingled with the roſe. 


Greater beauties ſtill diſcloſe ; 


One makes t' others coulours ſhine, 
Speaks the mixture all divine. 


VI. 


Lillie of the vale, thou art, 


Fair and ſweet in ey'ry part 

Thou the perfectneſs I want; 

For thy righteouſaeſs I pant: 
Roſe, and lilke too, 


mo my dying Lord I view ; 
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Je us charms, and wounds diſcloſe, 
Both the lillie, and the roſe. 


DOD PODPODS PODS DEESSS 


Qui fingit ſacros auro vel marmore vultus; 
No# Jet ille Deos qui colit ille facit. 


-& 


H O W ſhall I Jeſ's glories tell! 1 
Shall I in gold diſplay, 

With workmanſhip unſpeakable, 
His bright, and heav'nly ray. 


I. 


Or ſhall I freaky marble take, 
Polith'd with nicer art; 

And thus his excellencies ſpe ; 
This won't deſcribe his heart. 


m 


No, all theſe images are vain, 
Tho guilded ever ſo; 
It is not all the arts of men, 
His lovelineſs can ſhow. 
1 
Muſt ſtudied pray'r, and lofty voice, 
| Ecchoe around his throne ? 


A ſple. did dreſs, or muick's noi e; 
| Delghs the Lofty-one 7 


1 
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V. 
No no, 'tis he that worthips right, 
Who's humble ſpirit prays, 
Always to have his God in light, 
Always to taſte his grace. 


VI. | 

Who, with a ſerious broken pray'r, 
And a poor ſtamm'ring tongue, 
Does, eas all in all declare, 
 Thro' all his ceaſeleſs ſong. 


: I. 

S little robins, pert, and fair, 
Nn fenen 
lu Curlage, chrutlan-like, and tree, 
Found in the beſt of company. 

| 


With cheertull look, they ſeem to feed, - 4 

On goſpel truth, on living bread; +» 

And in the church, from day, to day, 

Can weep, and ſigh, and ſing, and pray, 
' III. 

But fe, is no one chriſtian near, 

They then, can ſwallow other fare; 

Can mock, and lye, and idly talk, 

And like the ſenceleſs worldlings walk. 
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IV. 


As robins, who with crumbs are fed, 
And harmleſs gather up the bread ; 
Art other times can ſpiders car, 
And count ſuch fare exceeding {weet. 
: | ; a 
So have I oft profieflors ſeen, 
Aſſembled with the chriſtian men, 
With eyes fix'd on the miniſter, . 
As tho they lov'd the goſpel are : 
| VI. 
But on the morrow, worldly quite, 
Could ratle, quarrel, lie, and figlit; 


Could drink, and ſmoak, and loy'd the wine; 
For falſe profleſſors are but ſwine, 


SISISOSORS SG EH ISNG SSD SPÞ LN 9Y 
Jonn Bux YAN's Unquenchable Fire. 


AHA faith which I of Chriſt receiv'd, 
When in his name I firit beliey'd ; 
Is by this flame expreſly ſhown, 
Which many waters cannot drown. 
II. 
How ſtrange the ſight, it brighter ſeems, 
And with a greater ſplendour flames; 
But hear now what experience told, 
That will the miſtery unfold. ; 


I 

The other ſide, by thoſe unſeen, 
Who never on that ſide have been; 
A man with oil, the fire ſuſtains, 
And makes but fruitleſs t' others pains, 

IV. 
So faith, ſuſtain'd by Jes's blood, 
Withſtands temptation's frightful flood; 


And but the brighter ſhines for all, 
For Je us is behind the wall. 

The wall of ſence, which limits quite, 
The fartheſt reach of humane ſight: 


Then thoſe, who have our Saviour ſeen; 

Beyond the wall of ſence have been, 
5 

And is my Fe/us then the man, | 

That doth the flame of faith ſuſtain * * 


Then Fe/us, ever I'll adore, | 
Till time itſelt ſhall be no more. " 
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] _ Chriſt 

The Hiſtory of Chriſt, 
I. 


T HEN tedious years were all expir'd, 
— And times rich fullneſs came; 
The Lamb, ſo long, ſo much deſir'd, 
Big with his own love flame; 


* 


His 


* 
9 we n 
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His throne, and heav'nly hoſt would leave, 
Salvation to loft fouls to give. 

I 


No heralds, with a regal ſhow, 
Uſher'd the great One in: 
No equipage, proclaim'd below, 
The entrance of thus King; 
Nor hery carrs, with thund'ring noiſe, 
Spoke this the ſpring, of promis'd joys. 


III. 
Had Je/#s thus the world amaz'd, 


And with majeſtick mien, TE 


In all his godlike glory blaz'd ; 
Then had there reaſon been, 

For ſinful men m fear to cry, 

We dare not to this God draw nigh. 


IV. 
But he, who came to baniſh fear, 
Io raiſe ro happineſs; 

+ To bear our pond'rous load of care, 
And end our fouls diſtreſs; 
In mulder form, his entrance made ; 
An iniant in a manger laid. 

Strange then, ſo many trembling ſtand, 

As tho' a tyrant ſpoke; | 

No, 'tis a babe, a Child, your friend ; 
Love is his only yoak: © 


_ 


, 
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See in the manger the meek boy; 
Boldly draw near and ſhare his joy. 


V4 - 


While thus demean'd to carnal fight, 
In ſwadling cloaths he lay; 

Three diſtant kings, with glad delight, 
Rode a long rugged way; 

And humbly richeſt off rings gave, 

To him, wao came their ſouls to fave. 


VII. 


Some ſhepherds too, with raviſh'd hearts, 

Who heard from heav'n the news, 
Wing'd with. the joy, the Lord imparts, 

I To betblem's ſtable go, 

And ſaw it, as the angel ſaid; 

The God was in a manger laid, 


VIIL 


| Their hearts fo taken with the fght, 


Of this, the promis'd lign ; 
Their mouths confeſs d with ſweet delight, 
Io all, the man divine: 


þ ' Whoever doth the miſt'ry ſee, 


A preacher of the truth will be. 
Ainas and fimeon next confeſs d, 
The little child their God; 


Their bondage fled, no more disſtreſs 17 
While they beheld his blood: 


C 
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The blood in circumciſion ſpilt, 
Made clean their hearts, from inward guilt. 


X. 


Twelve tedious years obſcure he liv'd, 
As Jo eph's little child; | 
With inward ſorrow deeply griev'd, 
Jet gentle, meek, and mild: | | 
None thought the little aagareen 
The Kævicur of poor ſinful men. | 
3 oO 
Twas then the doctors of the law, 
Who in the temple fate, 
Such depths cf wond'rous wiſdom faw, 
In all that Fes ſpake ; 
In great aſtoniſhment they ſtood, 
But could not think à child their Gad. 
e 
Still ſubject, till his 3 oth year, 
Io Joepb and his wife; 
He liv'd no doubt a carpenter, 
A very ſervile lite : 
O! what abaſement thoſe ſouls know, 
V ho ſee their God ſo very low. 
| XIII. 
Io put the legal yoak away, 
And ſet us captives free; 
All righteouſneſs would he obey, fk 
Our righteouſneſs to be; | 
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So was baptiz'd in jordau's ſtream, 
The tather's well belov'd, his name. 


XIV. 


Then meekly, as a Lamb that's dumb, 
Beneath the ſharer's hand, 

He left the town, his little home, 
And in a deſart land, 

A diſmal waſte, a wilderneſs, 

He felt all nature's ſharp diſtreſs. 


. XV. 
= Here 'rwas he our temptations knew 
Hunger, and bondage ſore, 


And all diftreſs the Lamb went through; 


What could the Lamb do more? 
A faſt of forty tedious days, 
| Haraſs'd in ſatan's painful ways. 


XVI. 


No place to lay his aking head ; 

Foxes and birds have rett ; 

But he, in the poor ſinner's ſtead, 

Was grievoully diſtreſs'd ; 
Tempted his fiery wrath to ſhow, 

When love he came to let us know. 


XVII. 

High on the dang” rous lofry top 
Ot ſome vaſt pinnacle, 

The Lord was ſet, and bid to drop, 
And tear not as he tell; 


C : 


39 


But 
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But mild he anſwer'd ſatan, fo 
As every tempted foul ſhould do. 


XVIII. 


More bold the looſen'd tempter ſtill, 
Ihe ſuff'rer gladly led 
Up to the top of a vaſt hill, 

And all enticements ſpread 
Before his eyes, that he ſhould fall, 
And own the devil lord of all. 


ALL. 
Thus did he all temptations try, 
Satan no more could do; 


Our Savicur bid the tempter fly, 
Ine tempter's forc'd to go; 


And leave the Lamb a conqueror, 


Oer all his ſubtil craft and pow'r. 
XX. 


Our Saviour next in gallilee 
Became a preacher then; 
And boldly ſpoke ſalvation free, 
Io all diſtreſſed men: 
This was the end for which he came, 
A witneſs of the truth, our Lamb. 
XXI. 
A few his gracious words receiv d, 
While many others mock'd; 
Happy thoſe, who Jeſus beliey'd, 
Who to his ſermons flock'd : 


* 


| 
1 


His congregations, all along. 


| 


Has free deliv'rance from the curje. 


| Who ſees ir, ſure his heart will break, 
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The publicans and ſinners throng 


XXII. 


The proud, the rich, the righteous ones, 
Who thought (him jo/eph's fon) 

The preacher and his words too mean; 
No period's pleaſing tone, 

Their itching ears to ſatisfy, 

Or pompous dreſs, to pleaſe the eye. 


XXIII. 


But thoſe, who felt their deep diſtreſs, 
Whoſe pain at heart was great, 


Who knew they had no righteouſneſs, 
And ſaw their fallen ſtare, 


Were very glad the Lamb to prove, 
So full of truth, and tender love. 


XXIV. 
Various the ways his love was ſhown, 
His words, not harſh like john's, 
No legal tasks to preſs us down, 


Or cauſe deſpairing groans: 
But kindly ſay d whoever thirſt, 


x XXV. 


Impoſſible the love to ſpeak 
Which in the Lamb was found; 


Will feel the love-ſick wound, 
"ef Which 
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Which makes a ſinner inly mourn, 
To ſee how much the Lamb has born. 


XXVI. 
It ſcorn, contempt, and poverty, 
Do not his hoe bak: mm 
A ſtranger ſcene, ye ſinners ſee, 
A Cod in deep diſtreſs, 
Fall'n on the ground, and ſweating Blood, 
Sinking beneath the ſinners load. 


XXVII. 
Yet further ſtill his mis'ries trace, 
And ſee a rebel crowd, 
By judas led, judas the baſe, 
Who ſold the Lamb of Gd, 
With ſwords and ftaves, againſt him come, 
Whoſe heart was open for their home. 
XXVIIL 
He fiies not from the threat*ning crew, 
But undiſturb*'d enquir'd, 
Mm ſeek je? and then back they drew, 
Yea thunder-ſtruck retir'd ; | 
Fell proftrate on the ground, till he, 
Meekly their captive choſe to be. 


XXIX. 


He then to annas hurried was, 

And caiphas the prieſt, 

And theace to pilate without cauſ2, 
As pilate then conteſs'd ; 


When 
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When he did to the people call, 
In him I find uo fault at all. 


. 


But ftill fo ſtrange was nature bent, 
Againſt the Lamb of God, 
They ſenſeleſs of his kind intent, 
To ſhed his precious blood; 

| A thief preterr'd, defpis'd the Lamb, 


Who for their ſoul's ſalvation came. 
XXXI. 
Pilate unwilling to condemn 
A juſt, a harmleſs man; 
Spoke thrice, and loud appeal 'd to then, 
Wherefore ſhould he be lain ? 
I'Il ſcourge the man and let him go; 
*Tis all the law wall let us do. 


| XXVXII. 
But loud the judgment- hall reſounds, 
Let him be crucify'd / 
Their ſhouts and noice juſtice confounds; 
Pilate no more reply'd, 
But waſh'd his hands, and ſaid to all, 
Tm clear, on you the curſe muſt fall. 
XX XIII. 
In bold defiance of our Gad, 
They ſaid, to let it be, 
On us be poured all bis blood, 
Aid our paſterity. 


Thea. 


Then was the murderer releas'd, 
Juſtice withſtood, the people pleas'd. 


XXXIV. 


And now a ſoul inſtructing ſcene, 
Before our view's rev eal'd; 
The Lord is ſcourg'd, who knew no ſin, 
And by his ſtripes we're heal'd : 
When thus the Lord was ſcourg'd tor us, 
1 hey led him forth to bear his croſs. 


XXXV. 
But firſt, they wreath'd a thorny crown, 
And fetch d a ſcarlet dreſs; ; 
And put the regal garment on, 
To heighten his diſtreſs ; 
And ſorc'd the thorns upon his head, 
Till 7e%'s ſacred temples bled. 


XXXVI. 


A reed a ſceptre's place ſupply d, 
And then in mockery, 
They loudly in deriſion cry'd, 
Hail hail great majeſiy / 
Thea ſtrip'd hint of his regal dreſs ; 
Who can his ſufferings expreſs ? 


XXXVIL 


Now thro” the open ſtreet he goes, 
While /mon bears his croſs ; 

Women in crouds bewail his woes, 
Who ſee him ſuff ring thus: 


O hear the ſenſeleſs, cruel throng C 


ue prieſts and elders, like the reſt, 


| Others he (av'd, they mockirg ſay; 
But ſee he falls death” s ea'y prey. 


Thus nailed on the croſs he hung, 
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He turns, and ſays, don't weep for me; 
Weep for your ſelves and families. 
XXX VIII. 


Now at the noted calvary, 

With nails they pierce my &; 
And fix his body to the tree, 

From whence deſcends his blcod : 
He only cries, forgive ./ forgive / 
And let my bloody murd'rers live. 


XXXIX. 


Der ided by the crowd ; 


Hundreds cry out aloud, | 
Is he the Chriſt ? then let him /ave 
His body from the cro/s and grave. 


XI. 


In whom proud nature reign'd, 
Join'd with the vulgar in their jeſt, 
And Fe/us Chriſt profan'd : 


ALL : 


While men in general mock him thus, 
Nature in darkneſs mourns ; , 
While Jeſus hangs upon the c. ls, 
Chaos itſelf returns: 


Darkneſs 
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Darkneſs and earthquakes ſpeak him God ; 
And all things tell his pow'r abroad. 


XLII. 


He calmly all their ſcoffing hears, 
Pities the thoughtleſs crowd; 
Makes them the ſubject of his pray 'rs, 
Before his Father, God : 
Forgive! forgive | Immanuel crics ; 
Their blindneſs makes them me deſpiſe. 


XLII. 
Again he groans, my God / my Ged / 
Where are thy mercies gone ? 
Who can deſcribe the mighty load, 
That thus could preſs him down : 
O *twas ten thouſand, thouſands taults ! 
My wicked words, and acts, and thoughts. 


Now the great miſtery's diſplay'd ; 
Eternal Jeſus dies; ET 

Father! the Lord ſubmiſſive ſaid, 
'T he Father hears his cr:es : 

His ſpirit to his Father goes, 

Releas'd from all our conquer d foes. 

XLV. 

Now is the Father's wrath appeas'd ; 
The great redemption ſeal d; 

Ed with his people tully pleas'd, 

And heaven it {elf reveal'd. 


Let Jeſus then ſhare all our ſongs ; 
To him eternal praiſe belongs. 
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In anſwer to one ſaying, the prayer of the 
wicked is an abomination to the Lord; 
uſing it as argument againſt praying. 

I. 


A ND doth the tempter ſay, 
Your prayers will not avail? 
So that you now may ceaſe to pray, 
And be content with hell? 


IL 
"Tis wreſting of God's word; 
*Tis true, tae word declares, 
Abomination to the Lord 
Is the vile ſinner's pray'rs. 
Wi 
But when a finner ſighs, 
And mourns with broken heart; 
The tender 7e h, minds his cries, 
And inſtant takes his part. 
8 
For when we mercy ſeek, 
Ihe pray'r is not our o n; 
God's ſpirit gives us thus to ſpeak, 
les, tis the Spirit's groan. 


Tae 
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V. 

The wicked's pray'r is thus: 

T/o, and ſo have done; 


Deſerve eternal happine!s ; 
Reward me with my own. 


IV. 
And pray, 1s this your pray'r ? 
*Tis mercy that you ſeek ; 
The Lord does all your groanings hear, 
Will ſoon deliv'rance ſpeak. 
| — © 


Then ceaſeleſs cry to God, 

Till he falvation bring ; 
Till you ſhall feel th' atoning blood, 

And learn free grace to ling. 


sss 8 8 88 
At the Love Feaſt. 
1 
ID jade the antient church accuſe, 
Who did their feafts of love abuſe? 
Let this then teach us to improve, 
Our feaſts of charity and love. 
- — 
Did pau} its ſacred uſe forbid 
*Cauſe corinth's church like gluttons fed > 
Or like the drunkards, us'd the wine, 
Making themſelves like beaſtly ſwine ? 


Let 
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HI. 
Yer paul in ſpirit then declar'd, 
When Chriſt is pre ent, our reward, 
All things in order ſhould be had; 
And love-feaſts, feaſts of love be made. 


IV. 
Believers, now the time is come, 
Lo! our Father ſays, there's room - 
Then join ye in the preſent teaſt, 
Who are of charity poſleſt. 

V. 
No gluttons, nor are drunkards here, 
Water, and bread, our only fare: 
No ſpot ſhall now our love-teaſt ſtain, 
Bur love in ev'ry heart ſhall reiga. 


On the late V ifory at Culloden. 


I 


OW loud ſhould britoxs ſhout, 
The praiſes of their God? 
Sure we thould aim, the loftieſt note, 
To blaze his tame abroad. 
H.- 
Come, O my ſoul ariſe, 
His tenderneſs record ; 
And ſhout till all, the ecchoing skies, 
| ſhall ſound our * Lord. 


- 7Twas 


T4 
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III. 


*T was he the vict'ry won; 

He trampled down the toe ; 
He, tuas that aided George s Son 

To ſtrike the conqu'ring blow. 


IV. 
He blaſted hell's deſigns, 
And ſpoil'd the threatning pow 'rs ; 


In William's arm Emanuel Hines, 
And ſpeaks that God is ours. 


V. 
"Twas he the youth upheld, 
And chas'd the toc away; 


The righteous Grd was in the field, 
And rebels well might fee. 


VI. 1 


He quell'd their upſtart pride, | | 
And ftrnck ſome thouſands dead; 
All thanks that God was on our ſide, 

And bruis'd the ſerpents head. 


VII. . 
The ſerpent laid the ſcheme, N 
His inſtruments employ'd ; 8 


"Twas france and rome that w ork'd tor ht: m, 
1 hat fought againit our Ged. 


VIII. 


Praiſe God. in loftieſt ſtrains, 
Remember cullode n; 


White | 


1 K 
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While any ſenſe, or lite remains, 
Think of the purple plain. 


ANOTHER. 
E ſhour aloud to i Tael's G, 
Who hath the rage ot hell deſtroy'd; 


Eternal bleſſings to his name, 

Let britain's tav'rite ifle proclaim. 
= 

How wond'rous was his pow'r difplay'd ! 

Mark how the ſwelling tide was ſtay d, 


When popiſh hearts, entiam'd with hell, 
With tluth'd ſucceſs began to ſwell. 


TH. 
Then royal William, great and brave, 
Was call'd by God our lives to fave; 
And z1ded by a pow'r divine, ; 


Soon ſpoil'd the devil's black defiga, 


TV. 

Tho” at the firit a ftrang2 ſucceſs 

Did all the toes of britain pleaſe; 

Vet b7itain'sG5d, with William's arm, 

Did ſoon our thouſand foes diſarm. 

Wien in the field their ſtrength they try'd 

Choak'd with their blood was all their pride: 
3 Their 
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I beir vauntings into groans were turn'd, 
And torments rag'd where pride had burn'd. 


VI. 

Soon was the glorious change perciev'd, 

Oppreſſed towns their peace reciey'd, 

Their former liberties poſſeſt, 

No more with popiſh rage oppreſt. 
VII. 

And thall not mercies like to theſe, 

Bid baſe ingratitude to ceaſe ? 

O may it teach my foul to praiſe, 

Fmaaiuel in ten thouſand lays. 


PITT PROTESL1P $$ 4 
General Interceſſion, 
| 7 
16 HI diſpoſer of all things, 
M Thou ruler of a thouſand kings, 
Who turns the haughtieſt ſoul; 
Pity all blinded kings, we pray, 
Who now embrace the popi/Þ way, 
Prom north to ſouthern pole. 
That all, as pow'rs ordain'd of Gd, 
May rightly ſway the ſov'reign rod, 
And nurſing fathers be; 
Till Vrael's borders know no bound, 
Till ev'ry where a church is found, 
Eſpous'd dear Lord to thee. 


* 
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Ul. 


Wi'e loudly thank thee for our King ; 

For George let ev'ry britain Ang, 
Eternal thanks to God; 

He is the pow'r the Lord ordains, 

We glad embrace his ſilken chains, 
Or /pend for him our blood. 


IV. 


O may he long, with rays divine, 
On britain's tav'rite uland thine, 

IIll britain's more than bleſt ; 
Pre/erve his /oul, his throne uphold, 
Crown him with better wealth than gold, 

Nithſelid chriftian reſt. 


V. 


O that his counſellors may be, 
In ev'ry matter, taught by thee, 
To order all things right ; 
That ev'ry act of parliment 


May ferve ſome wiſe, ſome good intent, 
In our Redeemer's fight. 


VI. 

Let officers enact our laws, 

Afﬀect the glory of thy cauſe, 
And keep their conſcience clear ; 
Punithing vice, of ev'ry kind, 
Retorming all the humane kind, 
By their religious care. 


} 


D ; 
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VII. 


O that all miniſters of God | 
May preach his righteouſneſs, and blood, 
And right divide the word ; 

Telling the ſouls. nndone by lin, 
A Savicur's blood can make them clean, 
And bring them near the Lord. 

5 VIII. 

Let congregations glad receive 

The truth, and in the Lord believe; 

Ihhat thouſand ſouls ſer free, 

May ſhout the riches of thy grace, 

Till all the earth ſhall ring with praiſe, 
With praiſe dear Lord to thee. 


TEAESSEESEIESE SEES SES NSSES 04 SESSEwhts 
Going to a New Habitation. 
. 


TIERE may Je us lodge with me, 


Bleſs me with his company; 
Laying down, and riſing up, 
Shine upon me iſrael's hope. 
5 T9 
If I *wake, in hours of night, 
Lord be thou my ſole delight; 
- Sleeping. if it be thy wall, 
May I dream of nebo's hill. 


HYMNS 
II 


When the morning ſun I fee, 
Brighter fun do thou warm me; 
When I ſhall my body dreſs, 
May I eye thy righteouſmeſs. 

| IV. 
While I waſh the outward part, 
Blood of Jeſus waſh my heart; 
Then, when 1 go forth, I pray, 
Keep me Saviour all the day. 

"Ws 

When I ſet me down at home, 
Graciouſly my Saviour come; 
If I talk, or read. or write, 
May I have my God in fight. 
VI. 


If I ſilent muſing ſer, 
May I ſweetly meditate, 

On the boundleſs love of God ; 

Oa the Lamb who ſhed his blood. 
4 3 
When fo &'er I eat, or drink, 
May I fo of 7%, think, 

All may to his glory tend, 

Be thy glory, my great end. 

— = 
Make me Lamb, a ſhining lig! t,. 
- Cucumſfpect, and truely brignt ; 
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Kcep me in the pertect way, 
Shine upon me night and day. 


SSD 


Befire SERMON. 
Rs 


E helpleſs fouls, your Saviour ſee, 
Reſt not eſtrang'd to liberty, 
Reſt not in carnal ways; 
But get accquainted with the Lamb; 
Place all your truſt in his great name, 
And ſo enjoy his grace. 


II. 

Should you who frequently have heard 

Our Szviour's dying grace declar'd, 
Neglect his prefter'd love; 

Pray what excuſe can ſuch fouls make, 

When falſe foundations, all ſhall ſhake, 
All trom their centre move ? 


III. 


The day's at hand, the fire is nigh, 
Which each man's works {hal} ſurely try; 
What work can ſtand that fo ? 
Man's legal gitts, his formal pray'r, 
I'm ſure the teſt will never bear; 
Theſe leave the foul in ſhame. 


— 


Tut. 
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IV. 
Truſt | in the Lord build on that rock, 
Such ſouls endure the final ſhock ; 
Yea, no contuſion know: 
While in the fea of trouble here, 


They happy thro? all dangers tteer, 


Are happy here below | 
V. | 
But O what boundleſs happineſs ! 


MW hat ſeas ot joy! what tivods of peace! 


Is there prepar'd above ? 
Prepar'd tor theſe who truſt in Cod 2 
All the vaſt purchaſe ot his blood, 

Ihe depths ot all his love. 


* 


To kr. w theſe depths I daily pant, 
Would grounded be ; ah, Lord / I want 
A ſettlement in thee! | 
O root! O 'titabliſh me in love! 
All of thoſe riches may I prove 
That treaſur'd are in thee. 


- I 


Whoever thirſts, O hear his voice ! 
Drink freely of celeſtial j joys ; 
Come and abundant drink: 


His voice quite breaks my heart, what me. 
| O: then his grace is truely free; 


Tora at thy feet I link. 


And 
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VUL-:-; 

And deareſt Savicur, I would ſtay 

At thy pierc'd teet, from day to day; 
O! tix me there wy God / 

Thar I may never Jeſus grieve, 

But in his church's theepto!d live, 

Near to his wounds and blood. 


OSSSISSSIHSN DSS SISIS IONS SSSET 


Parting with a Miniſter. 
1 


() Jesvs this thy ſervant keep, - 
And give him grace to feed thy ſheep; 
Wherever he ſhall go from hence, 
The goſpel tydings to diſpenſe. 

II. 
We now commit him to thy care, 
Much of thy ſpirit may he ſhare ; | 
In heavenly knowledge daily grow, 
And more ot Jeu's wiſdom K.. 
NV 
More of thy glory let him ee, 
That he may more experienc'd be; 
| Thar he the word may right divide, 
Being a taithtul well taught guide. 


= 
In ev'ry place where he fhall ſpeak, 


Altho his labours are but weak, 


Thy great, thy mighty pow'r difplay, 
That hundreds may his call obey. _ 
, 


Direct the path thou'dſt have him go, 
His maſter's footſteps may he know; 


And dayly ſtrength'ned tread therein, 


a 


That he a thouſand fouls may win, 


Trarapling on all the pow'rs of lin. 

| VI. 
Farewell, thou ſtripling, now we ſay, 
Go and thy maſter's call obey; 


Bold for tny Lord proclaim abroad, 


The ſaving pow'r of Je uus blood. 

VII. 
And when the Lord ſhall bid thee come, 
Our open'd hearts will give thee recom 


To hear again a babe proclaim 
The lo ty merits of the Lamb. 


7 POSDOSOOS SS 
5 ANOTHER, 
2 


Id Trergrhe? tais preacher of thy grace, 
Be wich him, Lord. in ev'ry place, 
And bleſs his miniſtry; D 


And 
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And trample down the pow'rs of fin, 
Till he ſhall reign with thee. 


II. 


Go with him on his journey now, 

And bear him always proſp'rous thro 
The dangers he may meet; 

Shine on him, Savicur, ev'ry day, 

Proſper his word, his work, and war, 
Reward his pain and ſweat. 


III. 
May he his heavenly miſſion mind, 
Publiſh thy grace to all mankind, 
In every place he goes; 
Encreaſe the congregations, Lord, 
That wait upon thy ſaving word, 
In each appointed houſe. 
IV. 
We thank thee for his labours here; 
Water the ſeed, and let it bear 
A thouſand fold to Gog; 
Return him, if it pleaſe thee well, 
Again thy matchleſs grace to tell, 


Again to preach thy blood. 


SOS r r r r 1 


Bewy Preaching. 
* 


: O MAY the great miſterious grace, 
Br _ in to e a dying race, 
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Be ſweetly thro” th' aſſembly ſhed; 
Ravith thy bride, and raiſe the dead, 
That they in raptur'd ſtrains may join, 


To praiſe the Gd, the Man divine. 
. 


The Godman author of this love, 
Victoriouſly in our hearts move, 
And with his mighty power ſubdue 
Our nature, and our idols to; 
Till ev'ry tow'ring, ſelfiſh thought, 
EM wholly 1 in ſubjection brought. 


III. 

The grov'ling ſubjects deep oppreſo d, 
Who pant to ſhare the goſpel reſt, 
We pray the Sav/our to ſet free, 
That they, wita thoſe mn liberty, 


May ſhout the things, the wrondrous things, 
Tranſacted by the king of kings. 


IV. 


Come mourning ſouls the ſceptre ſee, 
Out ſtretch'd in wond'rons clemency; ; 
The golden ſceptre of tus word, 
- Beſpeaks your fouls the Lerd's regard; 
* | A ſea of comfort's promis'd there, 
Then wny ſhould mourning ſouls de ſpair? 


| V. 
| Indeed he is not far from you, 
V aoic nearts are pierced though and chro: 12h 


3 With 
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With ſin's intollerable weight; 
Who can't by works deliv*rance g 


W ho pant for Je/#'s g 
He ſoon ſhall end your deep diſtreſs. 


VI. 
Is it not now a goſpel hour? 
A. day of our dear Saviour's pow'r ? 
We'll calmly then in ſpit it wait; | 
275 good to ſet at mercy's gate: | 


The Lcrd is ſurely good to tuch, 
They ſhall the golden icepwe iench. 


VIL 
O let the 8 s quick'ning ſuay, 
Convince the blind, direct the way, 
That terminates in endleſs bliſs, 
The paths of pertect righteouſneſs ; F 


And may we heartily embrace 
The pleaſant ways ot goſpel grace. 


decker ko 
2 ceking 60 know the Goſpel 
I. 
HE Lord has ſweetly brought to light 


Eternal happineſs ; 
In love has chas'd the legal night, 
Which caus'd ſuch deep dittreſs. 


II. 
Then why are men in bondage till, 
Strangers to Feſu's grace? 
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Tis 'cauſe they know not 7e us will, 
And wander trom his ways. 


III. 


How ſhall I learn the will of G04? 
How tread the paths of peace? 
I hear the way is mark?d with blood, 
And leads to righteouſ1eſs, 
|} Ny 
Bur nat'ral darkneſs blinds my eyes, 
[ can't the path diſcern ; 
_ I'm loſt in wonder, and ſarpriſe, 
Know not which way to turn. 


\ 
O may the Spirit ſhow the road! 
Tue para co pecie day; 
Reveal the precious drops of blood, 
And keep me in the way. 


00I0000000:95307SSSI0SS 
Before Preaching 
e 
RricnTEsT ſun, whoſe ſparkling rays, 
Pills the thirſty ſoul wich grace; 


Her - thy radiant beams diſplay 
Drive our darkneſs all aways e 


E 2 Should'ſ 
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I 

Should'ſt thou now refuſe to ſhine, 

How would weary ſinners pine? 


Art thou not the linners friend? 
Shine, and all their ſadneſs end. 


| „ 
Let thy beams, as piercing darts, 
Penetrate the hardeſt hearts; 


Love has charms the rocks to move, 
Nithing melts like ſeſu's love. 


IV. 


Is a {inner inly taught, 


Hou the Lord his foul hath wake, 
With the price of his own blood ? 
Sure that Fl will love his God. 


V. 
Sirit now, the truth reveal, 
Show in Jeſu's hands the ſeal; 


Show the nail-prints, marks of loye ; 


Ev'ry anxious doubt remove. 
5 VI. 

But his wounded ſide diſplay, 
Show the ſtream, the crimſon way, 
Criſtal river of his blood, 
That ſhall bear our ſouls to God. 

585 *” vn. 

He that ventures in this ſea, 

He alone can happy be; 


None 


= 
* } 
| - 


HYMNS. 65 


None can reach the port above, 
But who ſails the fa of love. 


Ses SSSSDSS000S 
A deſeription of the Church. 


I. 


AT AN hath blinded all the world, 
Deceived the race of men ; 
Made thouſands think no danger's nigh, 
Though they fi dwell in fin: 
And thoſe who cannot take this bait, 
But fear impending woe. 
In troops are otherways deceiv'd, 


Thinking good works fball 45 


II. 


Are there a troop, eſcap'd this ſnare ? 
Who know their works are vain ; 

Yer ſore decelv'd, they notions hugg, 
Thoughts floating on the brain: 

But ſee, ſome fouls much farther led, _—_ 
Led in the ways of grace ; 1 FR all. 

But ſoon puff*d up with ſelf and n 
Still blind in latan s ways. 


III. 
Thus great the ſway of this world's God ! 
I! bouſands his ſubjects are; 
And all his ſubjects are but ſlaves, 
Bur fancy'd pleaſures ſhare ; = | 
E 3 Tleaſures, 


- 
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Phoaſures, which are but golden chains, 
Jo make the prey ſecure; 
Or fancy'd Peace, like ſilken cores, 
To bind the ſlaves quite fare. 
"UT 
But ſee, a little company! 
Leaving the world behind; 
Loos'd from theſe chains, and ſilken cords, 
Do longer dark or blind; 
Nit refting in their fans ſecure, 
Or ſaying, works ſhall da; 
Nor reſting in their noble ſehemes, 
Or what their fathers knew. 
V. | 
ut little, low at Fe/t's feet, 
Drinking his precious blood; 
Abiding always at the croſs, 
and living on their God : 
Theſe little worms, will pow'r divine, 
Trample the ſerpent down ; 
Are made, by Jes, kings, and prieſts, 


Ordain'd to Sion's throne. 


W e b. & fe E , & f. . & POT EDDIE E DEEDS 
The LESSON. 
J. 
H, miracle of grace divine! 


And am I, dearcit Savicur, thine? 
Bougitt wit. thy precious blopd? 
Redeem'd from all the devil's ſhares? 


From 


* * 


—— 
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From riches, pomp, and worldly cares? 
How thall I love my G 


II. 


His bleeding ſide ſhall teach ine how, 
While at the croſs's foot I bow, 
And his pięrc'd heart diſcern ; 
Oh may I bow there, nigat, aid day, 
And never once from calv ry ſtray, 
Till J this leſſon learn. 


III. 


To have my heart on Fes fixt, 
No longer wand'ring thus betwixt 

Him and ſome other thing; 
But wholly on him always reſt, 
And learn to know, of none but Chr; iff, 
Of none beſt. 2 him, ing. 


eee eee kee RG 


Habe in G 0 D. 


FN 


1 T is not right that I ſhonld grieve, 
And thus dcjecte mourn : | 
Look up my foul gala beleive, 
Ad to thy reit return. 
Sde, e che beclels dying love, ; 
| I. em! Ty Lee 3 | 
No io. iger re. FS. k, and prove 


5 He ay 'd for Thee. 
What 


| — 
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II. 
What though my foul is all unclean, 
Black as a brand of hell ; 
Within, without, a ſource of lin, 
Yea, worſe than tongue can teil; 
Yet ſee, my foul, the Savicur”s love, 


It is entirely tree ; 


No longer reaſon, look, and prove; 
Indeed be dy 'd for thee. 


III. 


Though full of wand'ring thoughts I am, 
And often turn aſtray, 
Daily backſlide, and wound the Lamb, 
Ferfaking him the way ; 
Yet ſee, wy foul, the Saviour's love, 
Is is entirely tree ; 
No longer reaſon, look, and prove ; 
Indeed he dy'd for thee. „ 
2" WW 
Though like a fooliſh virgin I, 
Slumber, and doze, and ſicep; 
And ſenſeleſs, like a dead dog lie, 
A oug our Szvicur”s ſheep ; 
Let ſee my foul, the Saviour's love, 
e entirely free; 
No longer reaſon. look. and prove; 
Indeed he dy'd for thee. 
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V. 
Is Je us love fo free as this? 
I cannot then diſpair: 
Now I believe, and taite the bliſs; 
Oh, Chriſt 75 paſt Compare . 2 
Now 1 behold his dying love; 


Oh, tis entirely tree ! 


Reas'nings be gone, Oh, now I prove, 
Indeed he "dy 4 for me. 


SSSSS2ISSISSSSSSSS$ W 


The Neceſſity of Righteouſneſs. 
J. 
Y raptur'd _ 
Snall ling this ſong; 
Je lis hath dy d, 
For me was crucih'd, 
And ſhed his precious eg, 
A flood; 
Condemning lin, 
And bringing i in 
Pure righteouſneſs ; 
The ſinner's wedding dreſs. 


II. 


In which, compleat, 
For Sin meet, 
A mer ſtands, 
Deliver d from all bands 3 


Waiting 
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Waiting to hear the ſound, 
Rebound, 

From heav*n above, 

( Thoſe realms of love) 

The bridegroom comes ; 
Ari e ye from your tombs. 


IIT. 


A doleful voice, 
An awtul noice, 
To all of thoſe 


Who ſin's ſhort pleaſures choſe, 


Before the life ot faith; 
And death, 
And darkneſs too, 
And {cenes of wee, 
Betore true peace, 
Inputed rig h. eouſne}s. 


IV. 
To ſuch as them, 
God, as a flame, 
Vill ſure appear; 
And ſink them in deſpair, 
In endleſs flames of hell; 
Aud fill 
Their conſciences, 
VVith all the lees 
Of that dread cup, 


Which man can ne'er drink up. 


HYMNS. 
V. 
Come then, be wiſe, 
The Saviour prize; 
His righteouſneſs 
Aloud in faith conteſs ; 
And bold, to all maintain, 
Tis plain, 
Nothing will do 
To ſcreen from woe, 
To pleaſe our God, 
But eus precious blood. 


VL 
Then nothing plead, 
In every need ; 
And nothing prize, 
But this one ſacrifice, 
The bloody ſpotleſs Lamb, 
Who came 
And ſhed his blood, 
Guiltleſs. and good; 
And pav'd a way. 
In which the fool can't ſtray. 


VII. 


I walk therein, 

Redeem'd from fin; 

Whie I look up 8 
To Ch-if, ho drank the cup 


| Oac? in geth/amin, 
For me; 
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And on the hill, 
Finiſh'd the will, 
The will of God; 
And ſeal'd it with his blood. 
VII. 
Oh, may I gaze 
Then all my days, 
With heart intent, 
And pur port fully bent, 
Upon the bleeding Lamb ; 
Whoſe name, 
The church's boaſt, 
Is all my truſt, 
My all in all, | 
Who rais'd me from the fall. 


SISSSIGSSS:27228587 S228 | 


Confeſſing of JESUs., 
N 
XA ANW others their Confeſſions ling, 
And in hymns ot praise their tribute 
bring : ; 
Tell of Jew's boundleſs love, 
How exceeding kind they prove, 
Him that is their prophet, prieit, and king. 
II. 
Shall my ranſom'd foul, be ſilent found, 
Like one ignorant of Jeſu's wound ? 
Rouze my pow'rs, my foul awake, 


e 
— 
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Sinful ſilence now forſake; 
Loudly tell what ſueets in Chiſt abound. 
III. 


In him ey'ry ornament is ſ2en, 
Cloatli'd in him the ſinner's made his queen; 
Fully fitted tor his feaſt, 
In God's ligut a pleaſing gueſt, 
Perfect, free from ev'ry ſpoc ot fin. 
IV. 
Who would then, this righteouſneſs deſpiſe z 
Who would other ragged garments prize? 
Come ye naked, take this dreſs, 
Come in faith the Lamb careſs; 
Then at laſt ye fatisfy'd ſhall riſe. 
VP: 
Here the depths of Feſ#'s wiſdom fee, 
Look ye helpleſs fouls to calvary / 
Meet ſalvation here is found; 
Flock ye to the Saviour's wound, 


Juſt as doves unto the windows tice. 


Happy let us there in faith remain, 

Never wand' ring from the Lamb once ſlain; 
Humbly looking to the croſs, 
Raptur d ling, he dy d for us ; 

For us ſinners, we his blogd-bought train. 


„ 
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eee ISIS IO I GBS SLLG 


EZEKIEL XXXIII. 2.—6. 


I 


HUS fays the Lord if I ariſe, 
And pour my terror: from the skies, 
And men awaken'd by the rod 
Seek, and enquire the way to God, 
And ſer one for their miniſter, 
They ſhould his min iſtrations hear. 


IL 
It he enlighten'd fees the ſword, 
And blows the trumpet of the Lord, 
And loudly warns the people round, 
Then, whoſo hears the trumpet's ſound, 
And dares the awtul warning mock , 
Shall bear himſelf th* eternal ſhock : 

| III. 
He ſlighted while he heard the call, 
His blood ſhall ſurely on him fall! | 
But he who heard, and warning took, | 
Shall find thn? appointed choſen rock; 
Shall ſave his ſoul, and heav'n attain, 
And in my kingdom always reign. 


i, i 


But if the prieſt, who ſees the ſword, 
Shall prove unfaithful in the word, 
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Shall ſooth, and never warning give, 
Then, though the ſinner ſhall not live, 
Of him TI /eek his life, his blod; 

He fall ſuſtain the ſinner's load. 
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Before Preaching. 


I. 


OD ot; mercy manifeſt, we pray, 
Free falvation to the ſouls aftray ; 
Holy Spirit taithtul guide, 
Lead them to the pierced fide, 
Of the ſlaughter'd Lamb, the living way. 
Il. 
Let us ſinners never wander more, 
Reep-us Fe'vs by thy mighty pow'r ; 
Keep us till the judgment day, 


Treading in that happy way, 
Where thy dear diſciples trod be efor2. 


III. 


Ever eying Chrift by faith divine, 
Always unging Jeſus Chriſt is mine; 
SCOrning tritles here del v, *, 
Thus dear linners let us go, 
Till ia zion's courts we perfect thine, 


IV. 


This grear happineſs, eternal God, 
All cae purchalc of atoning blood, 


F 2 Graciouſly 
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Graciouſly beſtow on us, 


While we wait here at thy croſs ; 
V, hile we wait to ſeel the precious flood. 


V. 
Now. dear Lord, it's great effects make 


known, : 
All this little congregation own ; 
Feed us with thy body, Lord, 
Blood more ſweet than wine afford, 
And we'll praiſe thy precious name alone. 


VI. 


Making loud our boaſt, from day to day, 
Jeſus, he who took our fins away ; 

He who bled upon the croſs ; 

He who lov'd and dy'd for us; 
He who brought in everlaſting day. 


$0900000008:00000090600 


The Sinner's Prayer. 

I. 
C OM E, my Saviour, 45 thy pierced 
heart; 


Lec me prove, now, eaſe from all my ſmart ; 
Long in bondage have 1 fg d. 
a Like one diſregarded cry'd; 
O, my Saviour, rake the ſinner's part. 


II. 


ere I open all my miſery, 
Here I tell taee what a worm I be; ; 


br 


I. 
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But the glories of thy name 


Have quite ſet my heart on flame; 
O, *rwas told me that thy love was free. 


III. 


This has melted all my heart within; 
Hence my thouſand happy hopes begin; 
Shall my happy hopes be vain? 
: Was not Je us for me {lain? 
Slain to ſave me from my ev'ry lin? 
IV. 

O, this mercy will not let me fear, 

While my Jeſus is ſo ſweetly near; 
Now I'll take ſalvation's ſong, 


Saouting with a raptur d tongue, 
74 45 will not let my foul de pair. 


A Mornin "2 2 


J. 


V*'RY morning A grace 
E Kindly bleſs us 3 thy chearing rays; 


Let us phe 3-4: mercies prove, 
Deeply drink ot pard'ning love, 
Till our mourning all is tura'd to praiſe. 
II. 


O *tis Jeſus, with his grace divine, 
Ouly ſottens ſuch a heart as mine; 
Vai I prove all legal ftrite, 


„ Vs 15 


. 
Vain the pow'rs of mortal life; 
All is uſeleſs till thy mercies ſhine. 
III. 
Duay- ſtar bleſs us with thy chearing light, 
Diſſipate our fruitleſs legal night; 
Shoot thy ſun-beams all abroad ; 
O thou foul-tranſporting God, 
Keep us upright in thy ſearching light. 
z 7 IV. | 
All the day from hurtful fin uphold 
Us, thy fav'rite, tho' thy worthleſs fold; 
Be our keeper ev'ry hour, 
Let us prove thy mighty pow'r ; 
Then thy weak-ones ſhall be very bold. 
„ 
We'll confeſs thee mongſt the ſons of men, 
Tell the people, be who once was ſlain, 
Is the Lord | the very God! 
He who ſbed his precious blood 
1s the Saviour of our wortbleſs train. 


20SS2985929:09022 S209:9026 
Before Sermon. 
I 


11 APPY thoſe, and only happy they, | 
Who, believing, ſhare the goſpel day; 


V ho by faith behold the Lamb, 


5 Boaſt- 
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Poaſting loud of 7e u's name, | 
All along the narrow thorny way. 


II. 
Midſt ten thouſand troubles all around, 0 
Still their happineſs is quite profound; 
Worldly troubles can't perplex, 
Sorrows they ſhall never vex 
Him that reſteth on this ſolid ground. 
. 
Why then fooliſh ſinners will ye love, 
What will never for your comfort prove? 
Come, aſham'd of all your ways, 
Turn and ſeek our S$aviour's face; 
From Immanuel never more let's rove. 


IV. 
Sinners, ſeek to know of none beſide 
But the Lamb, who once for ſinners dy d, 
Shed his blood, dear fouls, for you; 
Come, the bleeding Saviour view, 
See him as on catv'ry crucity'd. 


V. 
Ever ſaw ye any love like this? 
Come aſham'd, a {lighted Saviour kiſs; 
Ki/s the $on, and prove his love, 
Sure ye never then will rove, 


But Chrift Jeſus all in all confeſs. 


Loudly 


3 
Loudly telling ev'ry ſinner, ſec 
What a ye us bled upon the tree ! 
What falvation he brought in; 


How he made an end ot ſin, 
A full end of all iniquity. 


$95050000002:2000000$006 
For à Seciety. 


1. 
E SUS he is kind to us, 

Ev'ry day proclaims aloud 
Some new merCcies from the croſs ; 
Some freſh favours from our Gd : 

Sure cis charming then, 
In our Savicur's love to reſt, 
With the ranfom'd happy men, 
Who his favour daily taſte. 


II. 
Why are we the little flock? 
Wie the favcur'd company? 
Why did 57 %s on us look ? 
What could Jeſ#s in us fee ? 
See rebel;:on's root; 
See our hearts a {1:ik of in, 


Bring ing tortu accu.fed fruit, 
Thoughts, and actions all unc'e n. 


HYMNS. 
III 


O, *rwas mercy ſwell'd his breaft ! 


Mercy could not be confin'd ; 

Mercy would not let him reſt, 

Till by death he ſhow'd how kind 
God the father was : 

In his death was God made known; 

By the myſt'ry of the croſs, 

God to man was clearly ſhown. 


IV 


We behold the myſtery, 
We with open eyes have ſeen 
What the wiſe can no ways ſee ; 
What their reaſon ſounds in vain, 
God a God to us : 
_ God the ſpirit we adore, 
He twas brought us to the croſs, 
Sealing our ſalvation ſure. 
Gn th, 
Come then, highly favour'd troop, 
oin a thankful hymn of praiſe; 
hy ſhould any fearful droop, 
When fo kind our Saviour's ways; 
Tremoling ſouls be bold, 
View the mar:yr'd God of love; 
Share nis bleſſings manytold, 
| Alt his boundleſs mercies prove. 
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SSESGEPESS ASCE CSEERSEE SEES TN NEN A 2 
Another. 
I 


HURCH of Jes, bride of God, 
Beauriiy'd with «4's blood; 
Fairer than the lilly ſhows, 
Which in brakes and briars grows. 


<>" 

Pray thy high vocation mind, 
Leave a dirty world behind ; 
Soar above the things of earth, 
Mind thy kingly prieitly birth. 

III. 
What ſhould kings with trifies Co? 
Kings have nobler things in view; 


| Robes, and thrones, and crowns they eye, 


Regal pomp aud majelty. 

IV. 
Are ye kings, thro' Jeſu's grace? 
Be nor earthly, mean and baſe, 
Mind the great reward above; 
Crowns, and rebes, and thrones of love. 

| Wo 

See the prieſt, the faithful prieſt, 
Earth and earthly things deteſt; 
Bent in ſerving ot his God, 
Thinking that his lite his food. 


| HYMNS, 

| VI. 

Are ye prieſts, thro' Jeſu's love? 
See your temple fix d above; 

Let your hearcs eagaged be 

For the Lord eternally. _ 


1 
A HILE I reflect upon my call, 
And ſerious view my place, 
Met.unks I ect no heart at all 
My office to emb.ace: 
But weace ſufficie it ſtrength I know, 
I'm call'd of G, he bids me go. 


3 
| The mockings of the yulgar crew, 
| The threacnings of the great; 
A thouſand other things 1 view, 
4 And tiaink how fad my ſtate : 
> Bur hence fuhcient ſtrengin I know, 
I'm call'd ot G, he bids me go. 
1 view the perſecuting throng 
With madaeſs in raeir eyes; 
I ſee them in the devil ſtrong, 
A: d ieign my fears would rife : 
But Hence ſufficient ſtrength I know, 
I'm call'd of God, he bids me go. 


I ks 
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IV. 


I fee the writings of the wiſe, 
Their arguments I feel; 
And almoſt ſhut my open'd eyes, 
And looſe my kindled zeal : 
Bur hence ſufficient ftrength I know, 
I'm call'd of God, he bids me go. 


V. 


I often from the pulpits hear 
The truths I preach deny'd ; 
And hardly can the burden bear, 
While thus I'm inly try'd : 
But hence ſufficient ſtrength I know, 
I'm call'd of God, he bids me go. 


VI 


I know how hard the hearts of men, 
How prone toey'ry ſin; 

Do ſometimes cry, I preach in vain, 
And can't a {inner win : 

But hence ſufficient ſtrength I know, 

Pm call'd of God, he bids me go. 


I ſee, and feel the mourner's grief, 
And tell them of thy blood; 
But buried they in unbelief, 
Increaſe my heavy load : 
Put hence ſufficient ſtrength I know, 
I'm call'd of Gog, he bids me go. 


I merk 


HYMNS. 
. 
I mark the baſe backſlider's walk, 
His carnal confidence, 
Am wounded by his trifling talk, 
And feel freſh forrows thence : 
But hence ſufficient ſtrength I know, 
I'm call'd of God, he bids me go. 
IX. 
Beneath the word with grief I fee 
The careleſs, and prophane ; 


Can only mourn their miſery, 


But mourn and call in vain : 


But hence ſufficient ſtrength I know, 


I'm call'd of God, he bids me go. 


© 
My inward weakneſs too I prove, 
My want of light, and grace; 
And daily mourn my too faint love, 


And all my careleſneſs: 
But hence ſufficient ſtrength I know, 


I'm call'd of God, he bids me go. 


Xl. 


Yes, the great God hath bid me go, 


And preach his name abroad; 
I will not tear what man can do, 
Pl always truſt in God: 


I hence ſufficient ſtrength ſhall prove, 
I'm call'd of God, and God is lob. 


G6 
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Pan- 


Panting after the Power of G OD. 
J. 


HEN ſhall my frozen heart revive ? 

Wen ſhall my ſoul begin to live? 
Ferter'd with ſin, oppreſs'd with death, 
pant, but hopeleſs pant for breatli. 


II. 


Let againſt hope, I teign would hope; 
O that the Lord would raiſe me up! 
Would all my unbelief deſtroy, 

And let me taſte his people's joy. 


. III. | 
Come breath of life, inſpire my foul, 
On me let ſtreams of mercy roll; 


I know a tender glance from thee 
Can ſet my burden'd ſpirit free. 


e 

Peter's experience tells me ſo, 
Tells me what Jeſu's loo can do; 
A harden'd heart at once it turns, 
The icey ul it melts and burns. 

v 
Lord, kindly reach this Leart of mine, 
I pant to be intirely thine ; | 
Io have thy Spirit rule in me, 4 
And lead me into erty. G 
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| 9599599050-0009000000S 
Gang to a Place expecting Perſecuti on. 


I. 


THAT the Lord may with us go! 
And ſpoil the perſecuting foo; 
1 ſplay his power, and bind their hands 
\\ ith hit reliſtle I hidden bands : 
Shall man, vain man, with Gad contend ? 
Were will ſaci horrid madneſs end? 

: II. 
When balaain ſtrove to curſe the flock, 
Supported by the living rock, | 
Forth from his mouth did bleſſings flo, 


Ou all the chyſen tri bes below : 
Shall man, vain man, Oc. 


III. 


Shall ſatan's pow rs a conqueſt gain! ; 
What hath our Sevicur fard in vain, 
The gates gf hell ſhall not prevail r 
Why ſhould we tear the pow'rs of hell? 
Shail man, vain man, Ce. 


5 | IV. 
Boldly we'il to the battle go, 
With gms we'll ſtill the "noiſy toe ; 0 
Wich prayer the pow'r of Gad bring: down, 1 
And all tne rage of ſatan drown : | 
Shall man, vain man, Sc. 
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hben will we preach thy goſpel loud, 
| = Win by conſtraint the lift'ning crowd ; 
| And Gd ſhall lift his banner there, 
And make his conqu'ring arm quite bear; 


While man, vaia man, his folly ſecs, | 
And humbly ſeeks the goſpel peace. 7 


Anotber. 
I. 
HENCE ariſes ſordid fear ? 


E. Is not Jens ev'ry where? 

q Dn he all his children ſee ? 
What are mortals threats to me? 

= Ofc I've heard them proudly ſay, 

F They'd with numbers win the day; 
Dbey would drown the preac ber's voice; 
Drums ſhould ſpoil our promis d joys. | 
N EE: | 
Sed has ſpoiled their deep deſigns, 
les, when rank'd in threat'ning lines; | 
Y Hundreds, have aſham'd appear'd, 

I | Trembled, and thy power t:ar'd. h 


| | IV. 


Is not 7s ſtill the fame? 


Fill 


HYMNS. 


Fill me with thy conqu'ring love, 
Fearleſs I'll to preachiug move. 


PPP 
Conviftion of and Deliverance from fin. 
I. 


EN thouſand thouſand are my fins, 
Nothing but 7eſ#'s blood can cleanſe 
A heart ſo vile as mine: 
Burt don't the fountain freely flow ? 
I'll to the open fountain go, 
And prove the ſtream divine. 


II. 
loſt kindly ſprinkle me, my God, 
With thy redeeming cleanſing blood, 
Till all my ſcarlet ſins, 
Shall looſe their deep enormous dye; 


And I in ſnowy purity, 
Be freed from all hell's chains. 


| III. 
I can't their horrid burden bare, 
| They'd fink me into deep deſpair ; 

Fo But Chri/# hath bore the load: 
N There all my thouſand ſins are MW. 
RIES He hath a full atonement made, 

7 — of his blood. 


88 „„ 


Teach us in ev'ry thing to ſee 


8 


go HYMNS. 


O feet atonement / thee I praiſe, 

Tis there I learn the depths of grace, 

nr 

Yes, while I prove thy heav'nly power, 

I maſt thy wond'rous grace adore, 
And fing how Jelus died. 


Before Meat. 


Is God provides for all our need, 
He hath the preſent table ſpread ; 

In ev'ry thing by faith I ſee, . 

Our Saviour lov'd and dy'd for me. 


FATHER of ev'ry good, | 
4 Thou ſee'ſt our table ſpread ; ' 
| Sprinkle our mercies with thy blood, | 
hs Feed us with living bread. 


Teach us to eat and drink 
Unto thy glory, Lord; 
And white we of our Ygſus think, 
Be preſent at our board. 


* ” % 
— 


In all things we would look to thee, 
Io prove thy bleſſings, Lamb; | | 


The glories of ty name. 


While 


„% „ * 
. 
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While thankfully we eat this food, 
O may our ſouls be fed! 


And prove Dumannel's fleſh, and blood, 
Is meat and drink indeed. 


Jord we now to ask of God 
Bleſſings on the preſent food ; 
Bleſs it, Saviour, we intreat, 
Make the preſent mercies ſweet. 


While our hunger we appeaſe, 

May we Chrif, our Saviour, pleaſe; 
While our thirſtings we allay, 

Do our ev'ry want away. 


Tuou ſov'reign author of all 3 

_ Giver of life, of health, and food; 
Be preſent with thy children here, 
That while we prove thy temp'ral care, 
Our ranſom'd may ſweetly teed, 
By living faith, on a living bread. 


Now we ſeek wich one accord, 
While we eat our daily bread, 
Feſus Chrift to bleſs our board, 
And our fainting ſpirits teed ; 
Sire the bread divine, 
; All our hung'rings farisfy ; 
Dart thy rays, and gracious ſhine 
Ou this little company. 


Trov 
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Tou Saviour divine, 
Moſt graciouſly bleſs 

Theſe mercies of thine, 
Wirth wondertul grace ; 

Thar while we are feeding 
On temporal food, 


Our fouls may be reading 


The worth of thy blood. 


After Meat. 


xy ev'ry mercy calls for praiſe, 

We thank thee tor thy preſent grace; 
And loudly would, dear Lord, entreat, 
To keep us ever at thy feet. 


SURE, God was preſent here, 
And loud demands our praiſe; 
The preſent inftance of his care, 
_ _ Speaks him a God of grace. 


In him we live and move, 
And all our mercies have; 


We thank thee, Feſirs, ſource of love, 


W ho came our fouls to fave, 


F Ovsx bodies we have richly fed, 


And would, O Lord, confeſs. 


Thy mercies ſweeten all our bread, 


And ſpeak our happineſs. 


EV Ag. as © 


Eternal 


— 


! Wie pray thee all thy goodneſs 
And ler us inward mercies know. 


* 


| 


And own ?*tis o 


HYMNS. 


Eternal thanks our ſpirits give 

For ev'ry * we ſhare ; 
thy grace we live, 

And wonder at thy care. 


Jauss mercies never fail, 

his we prove at ev'ry meal; 
He *tis gives us all our food, 
Makes our ev'ry morſel good. 


Loud we thank the for thy grace, 
Gladly join to ting thy praiſe; 
Thank thee for the 9. 2 food, 
Wond'ring at the grace of God. 


O May our glad thankſgivings riſe! 
And reach the ruler of the skies; 
He feeds us with the preſent food, 


The preſent mercies ſpeak him good ; 


W. 


Jesus heard our fouls requeſt, 
Sure our God was preſent here, 


Made our lictle meal a featt ; 


How ſhall we his grace declare? 
Loud we praiſe our God, 
Sing the merits of thy name, 
Shoat thy goodneſs all abroad, 
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Oraers they ſhall catch the flame. 
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We thank thee, O Lord, 
For all of thy care; 

For ſpreading our board, 
While others there are 

Who hunger and periſh, 

Or ſcarcely have tood : 

O why doeſt thou cheriſh 

So worthleſs a brood? 


IxsLAM'D with chearful praiſe, 
Our ſpirits now aſpire, 
To ling redeeming grace, 
I 0o join the heav'nly choir; 
For O we plainly ſee and know, 
From Chrift do all our mercies flow ! 


We can't thy mercies ſhare, 
And thee the ſpring forget ; 
Our ſpirits muſt declare 
Thankſqgiv ing at thy ſeet; 


Tes, now in harmony we praiſe 


The fov'reign ſource, ot ſov'reign grace. 


Now we thank thee tender Sav/onur, 
For that love | 
Which we prove; 
- For thy daily favour: 


Feor the mercies juſt now given; 


For the focd 
. HBougat with blood, 
Flood that flow'd from heaven. 
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O may we tne blood remember, 
Ev'ry day, 


All our way, 
Blood of our defender. 


0000005000: 000S09SS00S 
The Backſlider. 


I. 
O WI muſt in tears confeſs, 
I have wander'd far from S 
Brought my foul into digreſs, | 
Lott ſalvation's pleaſant road. 


I. 
So I've 628 a wand' ring ſheep 
— Ln the flock, more wiſe than they; 


y itſelf at dittance keep, 
7 ill bewilder'd in its way; 


III. 


Bleating for the flock aloud, 
Feartul, ſick, with loanſomneſ,; - ©, _— 
Backward trace the crooked road, - = 
Mlourning o'er its fooliſhneſs. | _ | 5 
IV. 2 
So I ſeek again to turn, _— 
Look to find the pachleſs way; 


So I oer my follies mourn, ® 7 2 
I a greater fool than they. 1 
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* 5 V. 
Shepherds ha'nt they tender hearts? 
When their ſheep have wander'd ſo, 


Still they take the wand'rers parts ; 
Kindly to the loſt ſheep go. 


VI. 
Don't my fhepherd's bowels more? 
Don't he pity my diſtreſs ? 
Yes, my tender ſbepherd's love; 
O then help my helpleſsneſs! 


n , eee 
Experience. 
I. 

Lk 7 HEN Feſus kindly ſhow'd 

His wounded heart to me, 
My rocky heart it flow'd, 
Such boundleſs love to ſee ; 

Thoc' all along before 

I fat beneath the word, 


I did not know its pow'r, 
I did not know the Lord. 
II. 
But when his grace I ſaw, | po 
My deadnefſs tied away ; 1 
TI tear'd not hell, nor law, | | 
Glad with the goſpel day: r 


HYMNS. 79 
My ſong was Jeſ#'s love; 
My boaſt, the Lamb is /lain ; 
For Oh! my heart did prove 
Pleaſure thro* Jeſu's pain. 


III. 


Seeing his tortur'd form 
My trozen heart diflolv'd ; 
My mmoſt foul was warm, 
I was at once reſolv'd, 

I'd have no other bride; 

I'd reſt me in his arms; 
And near his wounded ſide 
Delight me with his charms. 


IV. 


Nor does my heart repent 
This ftrange uncommon choice; 
No, {till thro” grace I'm bent 
To ſlight all other joys; 5 
To take my Saviour's croſs, 9 
And leave to worldly men | 
The dirt, the dung, the droſs; 
Singing the Lamb is ſlain., 
| * 
Do any blame, for this, 45 
My fond enamour'd heart? = 
Let ſuch but taſte my bliſs, 9 
I'm ſure they would not part 9 
From one fo kind and good, KC 
So faithful as the Lamb; 1 


H But 


But taſting of his blood, Nag 
They'd always ſhout his name. 


SO PODS POSSESS SSD 
Another. 


J. 


OW hard is my heart? 
How ftrange to my G4? 
How frequent J ſtart 
From Jeus's blood? 
Why am I thus roving, 
When Chrif is ſo kind ? 
My Savicur's all loving, 
But I am quite blind. 


IL 
Forgive me, I pray, 
My ev'ry ſin; 
And teach me the way 
Thy children walk in; 
That ſetled in Jets 
My :ongue may proclaim, 
Jen thouſands ot praiſes 
To his precious name. 


III. 
O ſire I can fay, 


His name 1s to me 
So {weert all the day, 
I'm longing to be 


His 


HYMNS, 


His foll'wer for ever, 
Thro' all things below, 
Till up to my Saviour 
2 Rejoicing I go. 
IV. 
Then fill me with grace, 
And let thy dear name 
Be always my praiſe : 
O may my heart flame 
With loudeſt thankſgiving, 
Till lite be no more; 
Yea, while I'm the living 
Id , andere, 
Ses 
Praiſe, 
J. 
N HALL angels above, 
In rapturous ſongs, 
Declare thy great love, 
With trumpets and tongues? 
This company, Saviour, 
. Would join the ſame choir, 


Would ling of thy favour, 
Thy mercy admire. 


Les, we would proclaim, 
Thy mercies below; 


H3 Would 
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Would hallow thy name, 
In all that we do; 


With chearful thankſgiving, 


| In loudeſt accord; 
Ihe living, the living, 
Jo ling of the Lord. 


III. 


Is any heart dead? 
Come quicken that heart; 


Make all free indeed, 
Let each have a part, 
In that great ſalvation 
Thar Jes brought in, 
For ev'ry nation, 
Salvation from (in. 


IV 


This, this ſhall inflame, 


The hardeſt heart here; 
Thy powerful name, 


Shall drown all our fear; 


Shall give us ſuch boldneſs 
To come to thy blood, 
That void of all coldneſs, 


We'll hallow our God. 


1 8 
Not only our tongues, 
Our ſpirits ſhall raiſe, 
Ten thouſands of ſongs, 


About thy great grace; 


H're ready then, both hearts and tongues, 


Our Saviour's dear exalted name, 


HYMNS. 


Till Fe/us the Saviour, 
The nations applaud, 
And own his behaviour 


Beſpeaks him a God. 
S0D00I000000000000S000 


A DriaLovce Hymn; 


Fer a Society of Men and Women. 


V 


O NM E ſiſters join our ſacred ſongs, 
Our Saviour's praiſe we ſing; 


To praiſe ſo great a king. 
IT. 


Then let us jointly now proclaim, 
The wonders of his grace ; 


Shall be our conſtant praiſe. 
„CC 
Worthy the Lamb, who once was (lain, 
For us he bow'd his head, 
Worthy the Lord, the ſon of man, 
Who ſuffer'd in our ftead. 
IV. 


When we were enemies to God, 


Then did his mercy ſhine ; 
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When in the finner”s ways we trod 
He ſhow'd his pow'r divine. 


V. 
Never was love like this before! 
That God himſelf ſhould dye; 
His wond"rous love we will adore, 
To all eternity. 
VL 


O may this love our hearts inflame, 
With pureſt love to God ; 
O may we always Ive his name 
Who has the end a trod. 


VII. 

To Father, Son, and Holy E, 
Be endleſs praiſes 4 'n; 

We join your ſongs, Th heav'nly hoſts, 
To prai'e the God of heav'n. 


FFF 


Another. 


I. 
FELL, ſiſters, did you e'er repent 


Your leavi ing worldly toys? 
Brethren, our hearts are firmly bent, 
To follow heav'nly joys. 


HYMNS. 


II. 


We tho't that taſting hear 'nly things, 
Your earthly hunger ceas'd ; 
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Jes, when we found the king of kings, 


We ound a /ettled peace. 


III. 
But does that pleaſure ſtill remain, 
Say, are you happy ſtill? 
We prove releaſe from nature's chain, 
From nature s ftubborn will. 
IV. 


But is it ſtill the fame with you 
As twas ſome months agoe ? 
We: have more faith a clearer view, 


Aud greater bleffings know. 
a 
O, ſiſters, theſe are Feu's ways, 


Daily to grow in love; 
And bleſs'd be God, thro” ſeſu's grace, 
The are the ways we prove. 


VL 


| We thank him for his grace to you, 


And ling the fame is ours; 

We thank him then, O may you grow, 
Stronger in Jeſu's pow'rs. 
| VII. 

Amen, amen, may both increaſe, 


Us and our lifters too; 
] Amen 
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Amen wwe ſing, increaſe our peace, | 

And tt us daily grow. | 
ec 
Another. 


I. 
Redemption! boundleſs good! 
Purchaſe of Dumauuel's blood! 
Bret hren, we redemption ing, 
We to Chriſt our tribute bring. 


II. 


Mingle then your ſongs with ours, 

Triumph with the heav'nly pow'rs ; 

Glad we join to ſing with you, 

What the Lamb of God did do. 

III. 

Siſters, here your boaſting's void, 

We have prov'd more love from God; 

No, we viler were than you, | 

We are now made happier too. 


E | 


Little do you know how baſe, 

We who prove Immanuel s grace; 
O, our hearts a ſink of fin . 
None was ever ſo unclean . 


HYMNS. 
V. 


Thouſand fins of thouſand forts, 
Us'd to rage in our vile hearts; 


Our a cage of filthy birds, 
Fil'd with ſinful e and wor ds. 


VI. 


O how ſweet Inmauuel s Hõνν. 
All theſe thouſands ſins ſabdu'd ! 
Bret hren, ſure we prov'd it ſo; 
This experience we do know. 


VIE 


O but then our liberty, 

Siſters, we are truly tree ; 

Sure then we have cauſe to join, 
We who walk in light divine. 


VIII. 
Full aſſurance too we prove, 
Banquet on Immanuel 's love; 


Me have found aſſurance too, 
We the goſpel blefkags know. 


IX. 
Come then, ſiſters, if 'tis thus, 
Tell the merits of his croſs; 
Angels cai't its merits tell, 
O 'tis qui te unſpeakable ! 


A. 


Come then Halleluj ah ling, 
Till the heav 'oly arches 1 ring; 
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Halelujah | 
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Hallelujah, O *tis ſcweet / 
Thus to ſing at Jeſu's feet. 


cutcket; ckcbet:cbotetrctchctectotctctets 
The Crucifixion, 
Tp 
EE on calv'ry's mount a wonder! 
Chrift our & od, 
Sake with blood; 
Rocks rent IT all aſunder, 
II. 
Heaven's blacken'd while he's dying ; 
ſun and moon, 


Very ſoon 
From — orbits flying. 


III. 


Not one golden planet ſnining; 
Ev ry /tar 
Veu'd with fear, 
While his head's reclining. 


IV. 


- How ſhculd 47, or mccn, or planet 
Glitter biight, 
When al: light 


From the world | in vaniſh'd ? 


| While 
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V. 


While his tortur'd wounded body, 
Oa the croſs, 
Slain tor us, 


Hangs fo pain'd ! ſo bloody! | 

VI. 4 

Sinners want not light to view him ; 
They may ſee, | 


Q 1 the tree, 
Their ſalvatioa thro? him. 


SSSSSSS04$ 4449666 2 r . 4 
The Faithfulneſs of GOD. 
* 
HOU Saviour divine, 
My heart it 1s thine; 
Alone to thy faitn may I always incline. 
= 
And never more rove, 
But conſtantly prove, 


Ihe heignts ald the depths, of our dear $2 
Vi04r's love. 


„ | | Pp 


That loft in that ſea, 
I happy maybe, 
Rejoicing forever, forever in thee. 
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IV. 
Thou can'ſt not deny 


A gracious reply 
To this, my fo feryent, importunate cry. 


V. 


No, ſooner by fat 
Shall mothers forbear 
To ſhow to their children a natural care; 


VI. 


And angry defoiſe, 
What always they prize, 
The dear fruit of their womb, the joy ct 
their eyes. 


VII. 
Lea, this they may do; 
But God cannot go 
From what he hath ſpoken; he can't prove 
untrue. 
VIII. 
This this is my truſt, 


HNHsie can't prove unjuſt, 
He is not deceitful like worms of the duſt. 


IX. 


Then why ſhould I fear? 
| Be burden'd with care? | 
When Jens my Saviour proclaimeth me clear? 


I muſt | 
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I muſt ſure rejoice, 
With heart, and with voice, 

In triumph and ſhouting, confounding all 
noiſe. 


XI. 
Till Feſes his name, 


That dear ſpotleſs Lamb, 
Shall ſhare in all honour, all glory, and "Wir 


SISGSID ISIS ISIS IONS ITD ADSI IOS SH 
Coming to preach at a new Place. 
1 
E AR Saviour of men, 


Who freely was ſlain, 
And bore in thy body ſuch torture and pain: 


II. 
For thy torture's ſake, 
Compaſſion now take, 


And own a poor lab' rer, that feels himſelt 
weak. 


III. 
O let it appear, 
The Lord ſent him here, 


| To publiſh the goſpel, the truth to declare. 


1 May 
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May no one refuſe, 
The mercitul news ; 
May no one the goſpel of Feſus abuſe. 
V. 


That each ſinner here 
Thy mercy may ſhare, 
And know themſelves part of our S, us 
kind care. 


VI. 


And let thy own word, 
My dear gracious Lord, 
In each mercileſs heart thy comfort afford. 


VII. 


That all here may prove, 
| Our Savicur is love; 
And never from him, that hath bought them, 
remove. 


VIII. 
He bought us ingeed, 
When lately he bled; 
"Tis writ in his boſom, that Aiuners are freed. 
N. 


The reaſon that ſome 
In bondage ſtill roam, 


They look not to Jeſus ; they con't to him 


eme. 


Then 
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EL 'N. 
| Then let us draw nigh, 


To J we'll fly; | 
Who lays hold on Jeſs —— never ſhall die. 


Li 


| 


HE a of my God, 
His foul-ſaving blood, 


I joytully teed on, my ev'ry day's food. 
II. 


What ſhepherd ſo kind? 

What mortals fo blind ? 

This ſhepherd to ſtray from, to > feed on the 
uind. 


5 III. 

Come ſinners draw near, 

Your ſhepherd is here; 

Put truſt in our Saviour, relinquiſh your care. 


£4 MM 
4 Your burdens caſt down, 
They are not your own ; 


G:d bore them on catv' ry ; this trath I have 
known. 
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V. 


Then ſare we muſt love, 
Yes, all muſt approve, 
The God of all nature, the chriſtian's great 


Jove. 
VI. 
I love him indeed, 
Becauſe he did bleed, 
And held my poor ſoul in the greateſt of need. 
VII. 
I love him belides, 
Cauſe when crucity'd, 
Tor th ſands of milliaus Im ſure be then 
dy'd. 
VIII. 
What J:wer like this 


| Would millions embrace? 
Lea, thouſands of millions ſo kindly careſs, 


Ds IX. 
Loet others purſue 
Falſe lovers below, 
I now am determin'd Chriſt only to know. 


PY home. 


| | 
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sss sss 


CuR1sT's Tender neſs. 
I. 
OW great is my load? 
But Feſus is God, 
Il caſt ic on him, and put truſt in his blood. 


IL 


He'll not bid me go, 
As others may do, 
And wander a long time in forrows and woe. 


III. 


The moment I come, 
His heart aftords room; 
The Lamb's open arms are my only fafe 


N. 

Then thither Pll fly, 

His clemency try, 

And gi, e me where danger can never Grew 
nigh. 


V. 
1 ſhelt'ring there, $ 
F'll loudly declare, 2 
There 's none like my Feſus, ſo kind and ſo 


fair. ; 


1 rn 
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VI. 


Till ſinners like me, 
For happineſs flee 
To Je'us the Saviour, late ſlain on the tree. 


. 
I rote in the late Rebellion 


I. 
HILE a vf/urper ſeeks the nation's 
crown, | 
And threat'ning judgments on this iſland frown 
Let us poor ſinners near our Saviour keep; 
We necd not fear, if we are 7eſ#'s ſheep. 


II. 


No, tho' with popiſb cruelty he came, 

And put ten thouſand to the ſword and flame; 

Our Saviour's church without the leaft ot 
iear, 


Midſt words and flames would joytully ap- 
pear. 


The Church's Safety. 
I. 


HEN ſatan, with his utmoſt rages 
Doth turiouſly teirce battles wage, 
And the ranſom'd church of Grd, 


The purchaſ: of Dum. 2auel's blood; 


This 
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Ti1is army moves ſo terrible, 
Their banners fright the pow'rs of hell. 


II. 
A /oldier in this troop I'd be, 
And follow eſis taithiully ; _ 
Hardthips endure with hardineſs, 
And all thoſe hardſhips ligat conſeſs, 
Weigh'd with the pleaſurcs that I feel, 
The Sæviour's love, the church's zeal. 


III. 


The awful banner of his croſs, 
What wonders will it do for us? 
How will the threat 'ning devil flee, 
Soon as he ſhall our banner ſee? 
Let all who would be ſav'd from ſin, 
Beneath this banner now turn in. 

IV. | 
Theſe are the conqu'rors, theſe in faith 
Trample on fatan, fin and dzarh : 
How ſhould you faint beneath the croſs ? 
This banner's all, your ſtrength is loſs ; 
The prw'rs of (elf ſball wholly tall, 
The pow'r of God reigns over all. 


Free 


Free Grace. 


I. 


HE tydings of grace 

Salute the fall'n race; 
Thrice happy the fouls who the tydings em- 

„ 
II. 
— But thouſands are blind, 
Think Jeſus unkind, 

And with their own reaſon his merits would 


—_ 
III. 
Tho' many have heard 
His free grace declar d. 


Thro' curſed unbelief, their hearts are ſtill 
5 hard. 


. 
They think he can't be 


So 3 and free, 
As Jobn and the reſt of his followers ſay. 


V. 
»Or if he diſplays 
Some marvellous grace, 


Tis all to the rightecus, but none to the 
WS {2 RE 


Bur 


| 


5 
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VI. 


But O!] it is plain, 
Again, and again, 


| He calls not the righteous; for us he was 


Jain. 
VII. * 
Your maladies bring, 


Beneath his kind wing, 
He'll be your phy/ician, and cauſe yon to ling. 


VIII. 


The balm of bis blood 
Is precious and good, 
O! would that its merits were more under- 


ſtood. 
IX. 
| When once *ris apply'd, 
And folidly try'd, 
We feel thro? irs merits our hearts juſtify d. 
If you would feiga know 


What great things *cwill do, 
To eh, for mercy, ſubmiſſively bow. 


XI. 


So ſoon ſhall we mee 
Above at his ſeet, 
And taſte of the banquet eternal and great. 


The 
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BET nir... 
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T he Seoul reconcil d to Tribulations, 


I. 


SONG a per ect church 1 ſought, 
Waver'd here, and xander'd there, 
Found no people without tault; 
Then I was oppreſs'd with c are, 
Thought I'd loanly be, 
In {ome deſert wilderneſs, 
Where no cares ſliould harraf, 1 
Free from burdens, and dittrelz 
II. 
Soo I ſaw it was my Hear 
Mas the cauſe ot all my pain; 
Did I from all people part, 
Ah! 1 Pat ed but 10 vain; 5 
This companion ftt11l, 
Evx'ry u here wes tound with me, 


A dead heat a ftubbora will, 
Would my cloſe attendant be. 


III. 
Thus I knew not what to do, 
Where I ſhould from burdens fly; 
Wiſh'd I could to Sin go, 
Wiſh'd the Lord would let me die; 
But my heart made right, 
Then it was in vaſt ſurpriſe, 
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All things in another light, 
Stood betore my gladen'd eyes. 


IV. 


Tribulations then to me, 

Though in lofty heaps they roſe 
Like a roaring, rowling ſea, 

Was to me, as that to thoſe 

Long becalm'd and tyr'd ; 

Wiſh'd they ſtormy winds to blow, 
So I'm fure my heart deſir'd, 

Tribulation's way to go. 


599955 0943:5SS9 0SSSSS28 
At any Meeting. 
8. 


H 411 poor ſinners vainly meet 
In their bleſſed Saviour's name? 
Vainly fall at Fes feet? 
Voainly call upon the Lamb? 
No, he hears our cry; 
Let us tell our wants to him, 
He will give a kind reply, 
Who did late our fouls redeem. 


1 * 


One and all would then conſeſs, 
We are really quite unclean, 


Have no good, no righteouſaeſs, 
Mt 07 ent deeds are hin; 


Let 
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Let thy precious blood 
Pe moſt kindly now apply'd; 
Show us ſinners how it flow'd 
From thy pierced bloody ſide. 


III. 
*71s thy blood is all cur hope, 
27 thy wounds ſalvation give, 
*Tis thy croſs ſhall bear us up, 
Tis thy death ſhall make us live: 
Fe'u's dying love 
Speaks ſuch boundleſs joy of heart, 
O we long this bliſs to prove 
Now this rapt'rous joy impart. 
| IV. 
Let each burden'd mourner here, 
Poundleſs conſolation draw 
From thy wounds, and leave deſpair 
To all thoſe beneath the law, 
They of right ſhould mourn; 
We who have the Lamb our friend, 
Should from all dejeCtion turn; 
Chrift is ſlain, let ſorrows end. 


CHRIST precious. 


| * 


1 SING the youth, the zazareen, 
Ie lover ot the ſons ot men; on 


| And boldly preach, there's nothing elſe be. 
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Whoſe beautious form my heart hath charm'd, 
My trozen heart with ardour warm'd ; 

With ſuch an ardour, no ſuch flame 

Is kind led but by Jens name. 


II. 


No name ſo dear, ſo choicely 

His name, attended with his blood, 
Inſpires the ſl. mer, dead before, 
Quickens his heart, with life and pow'r : 
Come poor diſtreſſed ſouls draw near, 
And Jeſu's tree lalvation ſhare. 


. 
A Call to Miniſters. 
Wa 


E ſons of levi loud proclaim 

Salvation's ſound ! Chrift Feſu s names 
His righteouſ eſs alone declare, 
Of that a faithful witneſs bear; 


ſide 

The imperfections of the ſoul can hide. 
%%% ] ld 5 

| Lond as a well blown trumpet call, 
Proclaim the grace of God to all; 

To ev'ry burden'd ſinner ſay, 


| My Feſus none will ſend away: 
* And boldly preach, * 
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III 


Tell every ſinner his loſt ſtate, 

Spare not the rich, ſpare not the great ; 

Ihe one thing needtul ſhout aloud, 

Ihe &vionr's meritorious blood: 

And boldly preach there's nothing elſe bo- 
lide 

Py which a ſinner can be juſtity'c. 


IV. 


To thoſe who are convinc'd of ſin, 
And daily groan to be made clean, 
dhow them the fountain open'd wide, 
The fountain in the Saviowr's fide : 
And boldly preach, there's nothing elſe will 
5 5 
To waſh the ſinner, and remove his woe. 


V 


Call the backſliders to return, 

Who daily burdenꝰd, daily mourn ; 

The ſcriptures to their ſouls reveal, 

How Jeſus will backſliders heal: 

And boldly preach, thegg's nothing elſe be- 

lide 
The Sviowr's blood, can heal thoſe that 
| Eo. 5 
e 

To theſe who ſeek a patient mind, 

And pant humility to find, 8 

Declare it in the Svicur's blood; 

The (pring of ev'ry thing that's good - 1 | 
Aud 


„ 221 

And boldly preach, it no where elſe is 
tound, Tr 
But Cowing trom a Savor -'s gaping wound. 
VII. 

In ſhort, a Savicur only preach, 
H.s mer:ts to poor ſinners teach; 
An tell the thoughtleſs world around, 
What a dear $:v/our you have found : 
Lea boldly fay, there's none at all beſide 
Wonthy ag praiſe, but Jeſus cruciſy d. 


S οοο $0S3SS$S$0Þ 
The Clild's Prayer. 


3 
110 U, deareſt 7%, when below, 
Children into thy arms didit take 
Ner ſcorn'd, to them, thy love to ſhew, 
Tho they were little, mean, and weak. 
3 9%, / then now condeſcend 
To ttoop to me, thy little child; 
Become a tender infant's friend, 
And keep me always me2k and mild. 
5 =: 
On Jews ,/ thou a child haſt been, 
And kno t what my temptations are; 


„ Pray 


I24 HYMNS. 


Pray purge me then from guilt and ſin, 
And make me thy pecular care. 


IV. 
Playing, and toys enſnare my mind, 
And draw my wand'ring heart from thee ; 
And now already, Lord, I find 
My nature's inbred enmity. 
V. 


0 waſh me then in thine own blood, 
Adopt me, Teſs, as thy own; 

Vii call thee Father, Oi my God! 
Aud aim to live to thee alone. 


G Ds 


The Raptur'd Soul's Invitation, 


5 
OME ſinners! come! Oh come and 
taſte 
How ſweet my Jeſus is! 
Here hungry ſouls, here come and feaſt, 
Hence flows all perfect bliſs. 


II. 
What e'er your wants, here you may find; 
But ask ycu ſhall obtain; 


For On my mafeer is fo kind, 
None e' re ſhall ask in vain! 


* = * 
» ; 
} * 
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III. | 


Is plea'4re what your ſouls purſue? 


Then come, Oh come to him 
In him are plea/ures ever new, 
From him all pleaſures ſtream. 
IV. 
Or docs ambition fire your mind ? 
Then come, Oh come with me 


In Vim you'll real greatneſs find, 


Wich him you kizgs ſhall be. 
V. 
Perhaps tis riches that you ſeek, 
In him's a boundleſs ttore ; 
Oh come! and of his wealth partake, 
Aad then partake of more. 


VL 


Oh hear his counſel! come and buy, 


Gold in the furnace try'd ; 


Oh come! the ſpotleſs garment try, 


That in his blood is dy'd : 


Tuill cover ev'ry ſpot of fin, 


And hide your nakedneſs; 


Tu ill make you perfect, pure and clean, 
TLis 7e. | 

Then come! Oh come! and and ſeek 
/ . | Sn ee 


a Fo 
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Of him ſuch bleſſings ſouls partake, 
As he alone can give. 


er eric 


Before Reading the Bible. 
if 
Jesus! who did once explain 


Moſes and all the prophets too; 


Teaching how thoſe inſpir'd men 
Deſcrib'd a Saviour to our view. 


I. 
Now while I read thy ſacred word, 


Explain it, deareſt Lord, to me; 


And ſuch a glorious light afford, 


That in each verſe I Chrift may ſee. 


# | | SS 
Oh Judah's lion break the ſeal, 
Nor let me longer darkly read ; 
But by thy Spirit, Lord, reveal 


What e're my hungry ſoul may need. 


Show me the meaning of each line, 
Each hidden miſtery diſplay; 
That I may taſte thy word divine, 
Featting upon it day by day. 


| Waen he a man of forrows here, 


HYMNS. 


V. 
And now ſome portion to me give, 
Some morſel of celeſtial bread ; 


That I may feel my foul alive, 


United to my ſov'reign head. 
. 
Then ſhall my foul refreſh'd with this, 
Praiſes A Chri/# the fountain ing ; 


To Chrif. the author of all bliſs, 


To Chriſt, my royal Lord and King. 


Deſertion and Conviction. 
I. 


HAT muſt I always doubting ftray, 
A ſtranger to the Jife, the way ? 


Can'ſt thou behold me walking thus, 


At diſtance from thy bloody croſs ? 


Do not thy tender bowels move? 


Yes, Yes, they do, for God is love. 
II. 


Then wherefore ſhould I doubting cry, 
| The Saviour did not for me dir? 
O wueretore ſhould I grieve him fo ? 


Did not he griet ſufficient know, 


Bore the vaſt load of all my care? 
- I will 
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III. 


I will not longer wound him then, 

But ſing, for me the Lamb was [lain ; 
And gaze upon his trickling blood, 

Thar dea * more than precious flood; 
Truſting to Chri#, the rock alone, 

That ſure 3 corner ſtone. 


sss 
A Defire after Union. 


ng 1. 
HEN, dear Lord, ſhall jarrings ceaſe? 
W All thy Church, the heirs of peace, 


In a happy union join'd, 
Only Chriſt our Saviour mind? 


II. | 
When ſhall they v vain things forget 3 . 
Tread on trifles with their feet? 
Only talk of Jeſu's blood ? 
alone in Chrif our God.? 


III. 
| Shall not we the day behold? 
155 25 now the ſcene unſold; 


et us like the patriarch; live, 
Firmly in thy name believe. 
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IV. 


Loet not any empty fond . 
Longer our poo. fouls confound ; 
Let thy loving voice be known, 
Ev'ry empty found be gone. 


ET. 4 © 
This the found be blaz'd abroad, 
War is alowving Gead ; 

Ill not a poor foul deny, 
Sinners then to Jeſs cry. 
VII. 

Let us all agree in this, 

Je us as our God contels ; 


Only praiſe his wow.ds and blood, 
Which hath WR us home to God. 


After a Vifit from Jes$vs. 
; 


NM ſure it was t'e voice of God ! 
Ir was my Savionr's voice ! 
What could it be, but Feſ#'s viood 


That ſpoke CaCl heay 'aly Joys? 
Tempter be gone, it was my Lord, 
I will not doubt his grace; 


129 
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Hie hath fullil!'d his faithful ward, 
He is my right couſac gs. 


III. 


Satan, tis true, hath thouſand arts, 
Can like an angel ſhow; 

Deceives, no Ccubr, : a thouſand hearts, 
Who 'wake at laſt in woe. 


IV. 


But ſatan would not make me love 

The author ct his thame; _ 

He would not make my atiections mcve, 
Jo praiſe our Savicur's name. 
: V. 

Jeſus J love, his name [ praiſe, 
1 view his weunds, and ting ; 


And u onder at his dying love, 
And bleſs my bleeding & g. 


Fileaith from JEsUs. 
I 


EE on the goſpel pole, 
Th' uplitted ſacrifice / 
That ſacrifice ſhall fave thy ſoul, 
Shall n chy miſeries. 


- 
„ — A. =O WT a. At. 
— . 


1 1 


— 


And I in perſect liberty, 
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II. 


Wounded was he to heal 

The {in tick broken heart; 
Come, and his energy you'l! ſeel, 

Deftroying all your ſinarr.- 


III. 


There, from that bleeding Lamb, 
My ev'ry comfort fiow'd; 

From thence my foul's ſalvation came, 
Came ftreaming in his blood. 


IV. 


But a few years ago 
I aw no lovelinef 

In him, in whom I rely kaoy, 
Centers all perfectneſs. 


V. 


How marvellous the light 
The goſpel rays afford ! 

While they reveal fo plain in light, 
The mercies of my Lord. 


VI. 


Shine, ever ſhine on me, 
Till all my darkneſs dies; 4 


e the prome'd — 


ODS 
PV 
I 
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| Mtive to Praiſe. 
I. 


Shour free grace; 
Join in lays, 


Publiſhing his favour. 


II. 
| Have you found the holy ſpirit ? 


Does its pow'r, 
Ev'ry hour, 
Speak th' atonement's merit ? 


— | 
Is the S&aviour's love, and dying, 
Brought ſo near, 
Made fo dear, 
This you're always eying? 


"=. 


Is the ſacrifice the center 
Your foul loves, 


Where ſhe moves, 
Where ſhe's bold to venture? 


V. 


Tell then loud in thankful ſhouting, 
God's tree love, 


Sr 


0 O ME, ye ranſom'd of the Saviour, 
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Till you move 
Ev*ry foul that's doubting. 
VI. 
Let us ſing his rich e 
| T1ll the found 


| Shall rebound 
| Thro'out ev'ry nation. 


VII. 
Till the Heat hen join in ſinging 
Chriſtian ſongs, 
With their tongues, 
Loud hyſannas bringing. 


VIII. 


And the earth's extenſive "WD VA 
Shall ſabmit 
Art Chris S feet, 
To his heav'nly orders; 


IX. 
Till the goſpel-day's con pleated : 


Taen may we, 
Lord, wich thee, 
Be in Zion ſeared. 


| 1 | „ ol  Snging 
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Singing. 
I. 
82 of a conqu' ring king, 
Ihroughout all your wartare ing: 
He that gs thall tright the toe, 
ag, aud Chriſt ſhall ſtrike the blow, 
| II. 
Sing when you at firſt enliſt, 
W hen you taſte the love of Chic, 


This ſhould Le the ſong of thoſe, 
What are all my i hou aud foes ? 


II. 


Have you prov'd for years his grace ? 
You ſhou!d louder, louder praiſe; | 
This ſhould be your c eerful theme, 
2 Jeſus is a charming name. 
IV. 
Have you many tryals known ? 
Much for Fe'#* undergone ? 
Be this Gug by fuch proclaim'd, 
Why am I ſo much efteem'd © 
| V. - To 1 
Hax e you a deſerter prov d? 
Are you now again belov'd? y 
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Such ſhould / 1g amazingly, 
O indeed his live is free / 


VI. 


Are you garriſon'd 1 in God? 
Qacter'd in that fate abode ; 
Such ſhould 4ng, in hymns divine, 
I am his aud he is mine. 


VII. 
Ev'ry chriſtian ſure ſhould /ng, 
All ſhould praiſe the chriſtian's Ring ; 
Ev'ry one, in ev'ry ſtate, 
Sing, and preſs to zion's gate. 


SSS 2 £2436 eee 
A Funeral Hymn * 


Sung at the Grave of one of our Brethren. 
I 


HEN we, who tend our brother's 
grave, 
Shall hear tae voice of death, 
The God that mighty is to fave, 
Support us witn his faith. 
3 
His blood, with more than uſual paw'r, 
Reſt on our ſpirits then; 


And keep us happy in that hour, 
Above the force of pain. 


L 3 And 
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III. 


And let thy own dear pierced arms, 
Our dying heads uphold; 

And kindly all thy bloody charms, 
In our ſick hearts unfold. 


IV. 
Thy wounds, the marks of thy great love, 
Moſt clearly then reveal ; 
Their wond'rous depths O may we prove, 
And all their merits feel. 
V. 
So deeply hid, fo near thy heart, 
Nlay we that minuet be, 
Ti.or wi may joyfully depart, 
D. lolve, and dwell with thee. 
VI. 


May all our hearts this bleſſing ſhare, 
All know our Sabiour's wounds; 

And hide our ſelves for ever there, 

While ſatety there abounds. 


VII. 


| That each reſignedly may meet 
Sickneſs, or pain, or death; 
And near our Savicur's pierced feet, 


Happy relign his breath, 


That 
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VIII. 


That when the wounded Lamb ſhall come, 
And clearly ſhow to all, 
His wounds, his blood, his heav” n, our home, 
We mayn 't confounded fall. 


2 2 SLT EN NENA ILETELADPEPEERDEDEDEC ES 
Another : 
Sung at the Grave of a Siſter. 
I. 


L* others mourn, and pine and grieve, 


While round a grave they throng ; 
Yer we, who in the Lamb believe, 


Will ling a funeral ſong. 
IL 


Relations you may join with us, 
Our /fter weeps no more; 
She ſhare's the merit of the croſs, 
She reigns on æion's ſhore. 


III. 


We know *tis ſo; the Lamb ſaid, write, 
| Bleſſed are all the dead 


Who die in Chrift, the ſoul's delight, 
From labour they are fled. 
Then let us join to — the Lamb, 
Who made the grave fo tweet, 
L 3 And 
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And all with joyful hearts proclaim 
Thankſgiving at his feer. 


V 


O do but think, how had it been, 
Had not our Saviour dy'd ? 

Had not the Lamb bore all our ſin, 
We always might have ſigh'd. 


VI. 


But ſince the pond'rous load was laid 
Upon the Lamb ct God; 
O ſet us all be very glad, 
And {ing his praiſe abroad. 
VII. 
Let all our ſouls acquainted be 
With Jeſus, and his blcod ; 


Joyful we'll launch eternity. 
And dwell above with God. 


Defire after GOD. 
ATHER, Sn, and Holy Spirit, 
Let us prove 
Thy great love; 
Let us know thy merit. 


Merit 


| 


| 


HYMNS. 
II. 


Merit of our Saviour's dy i ing 
Be impreſt 
On each breaſt, 
So ſhall ccaſe our ſighing. 


III. 


Let the blood, the blood ſo precious, 
1 hat once tiow'd 


From our God, 
Kindly, kindly reach us. 


IV. 


That alone our (ins can vanquith ; 
Lord, our God, 
For that blood 
Se: our poor ſouls languiſh. 


V. 


| Pants the hart that's chas'd and wounded, | 


Wich nerce ilame, 
For ſome ſtream, 


With a thirſt unbounded ? * 
VI. 


| Our ſouls prove more ardent paſſion, 


Eager we, 
Atter thee, 


Stream of our alvation. 1 5 JU j 
1 VII 7 
1 Soarly huited by afflictions, FO 
| | * ouiided TOO, 


= 
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Thro' and thro”, 
By our deep convictions. 
| VIII. 
Jelu's blood the only river, 
Thar, can cool 
My poor ſoul, 
Make me well forever. 


$$00000000:950090000000 
On Goſpel Means, 


I. 


HALL I my foul deceive, 
And reit beſides the rock? 
I cannot reſt till I believe, 


Till number'd with Chriſt's flock, 
A 
Sepherd, a ſtray ſheep ſee, 
fake pity on me, Lord, 
And lead me into liberty, 
By thy unerring word. 


III. 


O ' tis not outward means 
The mighty work can do; 

Thy blocd alone my i.eart can cleanſe, 
To Chrif thro? all I'll go. 
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IV; | 


True in the means divine, 
The Sviour's blood I find; 


Leave I the means I mourn and pine, 


And till continue blind. 
V. 
But when beneath the means, 
When hearing ot thy word, 
I feel deliv'rance from my ſins, 
find my gracious Lord. 
Th 
I will not then deſpiſe 
The pleaſant ways of God ; 
But much the glorious goſpel prize, 
The preaching of thy blood. 
OY VIE 
Now let the pleaſing found 
Salute each {inner here; 


And in it be the ſubſtance found, 
The love that caſts out fear. 


VIII. 
O let thi love diſpel 
The grievous fears of thoſe, 


Who tre:nvl2 at tue thoughts of he Il ; 


This love give them repoſe. 


141 


This 


142 HYMNS. 
TP * 
This love heal ev'ry heart, 
The dying love ot Goa; 
Remove the burden'd ſinners ſmart, 
And heav'n itſelt unfold. | 
75 X. 
We want, O Lord / to know 
Thy love, thy boundleſs grace; 
So ſhall we fare a pattern ſhow, 
Before the tallen race. 
8 1 
For whoſo proves this love, 
Will quite ſubmiſſive be; 
Will in the church's order move, 
Reſign'd, dear Lord, to thee. 
XII. 
Thus orderly we'd move, 
The goſpel truth adcrn ; 
Abide for ever in thy love, 
Among thy dear firft-born. 


DISH ISSSISSIVNSTILIISNEISIESSS 
The Chriſtians indeed. R 
= 
I) ILGRIMS we are, while here below, 
I hro' many tribulations go, 


Not known by worldly men; 
Hated by theſe, defpis'd by thoſe, 


Sur- 4 Sil 


O 7evs / give us peace of mind, 
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Surrounded with a thouſand foes, 
Who almoſt with us lain. 
* 
Do any hence in fear conclude, 


Tis well to ſhun the rugged road, 
And ſmoother ways to take? 


Here us relate our pleaſures too, 


And weigh them with our lighter woe, 
Eetore this choice you make. 


» IIL 


Our pleaſures they are numberleſs ; 


The Lord he is our righteouſneſs, 
A fountain ſpring ot love; 

In him a bal joys are found, 

In him do ſuch delights abound, 
As no where elſe we prove. 


IV. 


This makes the church, who knows the 


Las; -. 
Affix that great unbounded name 
I 0 tneir almighty God; 
My all in all; in him they find 
Strength tignteouſneſo, and peace of mind, 
For poac tows in his blood. _ 


V. 


0 let us then Chriſt's ways embrace, 


His bloody footit eps caretul trace, 


Nor mind our threat'aing foes : 


Lec 
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Let us the church's pleaſure find, 
We pant for her repoſe. 


VI. 


Come, ſinner's friend, thy grace pour 40 
And kindly ſeal us for thy own ; 
Thy righteouſnek diſplay, 
Enamour ev'ry thoughtleſs heart, 
And let a ſenſe of thy great ſmart 
Engage us night and day. 


VII. 


So ſhall our broken hearts relent, 

And humbled with thy love repent, 
And hate the ſinner's road; 

This love ſhall ſo our ſou's conſtrain, 

That gold and plea'tre we'll di ain, 
And cleave alone to Gd. 


eοοοο 


Before Preaching. 


I. 


\ 4THER. ho did the world create, 
Plac'd al tungs in a happy ſtate, 
And mede nutii lord of all; 

Who didit with render pity tee, 
T he tall ot all nis progeny ; 


10 thee O Lord! we call. 


Ve 
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II. 


We, the rebellicus worms deſceat, 
Feel that revelloa is our bent; 
| Bur, deareit Lord, we pray, 
| Thou wouid'ilt in pity with us deal, 
Subdue tne enmity we feel; 
„ O take it all away! ! 
| III. 
The ſtony heart we ſtrove to break, 
Jeſus away in mercy take, 
| Create our hearts anew ; 1 
O let thy lav be deep inpreſt, 
On ev'ry unconverted breaft ! 


Let all thy counſel know. 


IV. 
Our Fathey. yes our father be, 
Or endieſs is our miſery, 
Yes, hell's our certain doom 
But ſuie thou will' t our Fat ber prove, 


Come give us token of thy love, * 
kindly, kindly come! gf 
V. * 


He comes, he comes, and in free grace 
Diſplays ais recouc led fice; 
And with his matchleſs love, 
Declares I'm reco cid ind ed, 
Did tor y ur paruon treely bleed; 
raw near, your pardon prove 


> | M As 
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As wretched ſinners we approach, 

And would thy profier'd ſcoptre touch; 
Draw us almighty pow'r, 

Then ſhall we run, and Chriſt embrace, 

And prove the riches ot tree gracz; 

O ſpeak the happy hour! 


. 
The Reflection. 


* 


HE ſufi'rings of the Lamb of God, 
His open wounds, and ſtreaming 
blood, 
His thro? pierc'd heart, and gapi 2g fide, 
hat ſtands for ſintul fouls fo wide; 
The church's beaſt from day to day, 
4 heſe chear her heart, and ſmooth her we; 


II. 

I is hence her fainting ſpirits prov, 
The liv'ning powers ot 7e love 

That wake her in this record join; . 
Im manuel's ] ve's more beet than ie, 
Str vager thanx death a 71 che. S Haine ) 
Th: Ned de vlaſtiug glace th 4 Fans: 


FY —_ 1 * 8 m 
— EE — »⸗„ꝗ 


— * 
* 
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But is my heart inflam'd with blood? 
Am I acquainted with this God © 
Do I the ſtreams of lite drink in. 
And trample on ths pow'rs ot lin ? 
Do I from itrengch to ſtrength paſs on, 
Aad preſs to reach th? immortal crown? 


IV. 

Mutt not I ſtrike my guilty breaſt, 
And own I know not yes, reſt ? 
But walk in darkness day and night, 
A itranger to the Lord of light ? 
O let tay beans of rightęeouſneſs, 
Oar darkneſs end, our wants redreſs ! 

| V. 
Thou ſun, ſupream, our hope's in thes, 
But ſpeak, tae clouds obedient fle2; 
Bur ſhow thy ſparkliag bloody hearc, 
The thickett clouds ſo ſu itt depart, 


_ That in one moment all is clear, 


Thy perfett live caſts cut all fear. 

„ G 
Then, deareſt Lamb, thy love diſplay, 
And melt our deadneſs all away, 
That we, the church's record join, 
Shouting, thy loves more ſweet than wine, 
Stronger than death. a quenchle's fire 
Appeaſing all tur ſouls dgſite. 


Ma The 


The Language of the Faithful, 
e * 
AI bondage ſhall ceaſe, 


My ſpirit be till, 
While Zeſts's peace 
I inwardly feel; 
For really ſuch ſweetneſs 
I had in my God, 1 
count all my meetneſs | 
In Jeſus's blood. 
II. | | | 4 
O blood of the Lamb, 55 1 
How ſweetly it ſounds ! | 
Fe choice is its name, | | 
Fre vblocd cf Ch, 8's wounds? : 
I13:ie ſprings In avive by, 
Tull time be no more; 
In thoſe wounds I 11 hide me, 
I This reluge fo ſure, 


„ | 
Can any one find 
A remge like this? ; 


How dark and how blind 3 
Each poor ſinner is? 
What is t ere no beauty 
In Chriſt, the dear Lamb? 


Indeed 
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Indeed ': is thy duty 
To honour his name. 


IV. 
du can reject 
A name that's ſo good, 
Nor ſeek the effect 
Of Feſus's blood, 
* ſtrange to ſalvation, 
our ſoul muſt remain, 
In darkneſs, vexation, 
And ſorrow and pain. 


5H90020908:000S0000008 
An Evening Hymn, 


I. 
N AVIOUR, guardian of the night, 
All I recommend to thee ; 
Keep me till the morning light, 
Night and day my keeper be: 
So! ſafe thall ſleep, 
Kept from thouſind threat'ning harms, 
Incident to helpleſs ſheep, _ 
Sweetly in my /bepherd's arms. 
8 II. 
Tho? a helpleſs ſheep I am, 
Strength is in my ſhepherd found; 
None fo mighty as the Lamb, | 
None can break my ſhepherds bound ; 


i 3 
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Let the wild bore rage, 
Walls of braſs are round his flock ; 


La the world fierce battles wage, 
Eaſy we endure the ſhock. 


III. 


Was I not a ſheep of thine, 
Ho ſhould I now cloſe my eyes? 
Knew I not the Saviour mine, 
Sure in ſhrieks, and doleful cries 
I ſhould ſpend the night; 
How could I in quiet fleep, , 
When before the morning light, 
I might launch an endleſs deep? 
5 
But I know T am the Lord's, 
So I quiet lay me down ; 
O the peace that this affords, 
Far exceeds a monarch's crown ! 
Ro I this peace poſſeſs; 
Thanks to Chrif# who gave it me; 
This is real ſolid reſt, 
This is chriſtian liberty. 
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eee eee 


A Miniſter and Society parting. 
| C 


O Aviour who knows the hearts of men, 
And rules them as it ſeems thee * 
8 1 egard 


4 . 


| — ——_ —— — „„ i. 
* 


N 4 . 


| — EE i. „* 3 2 
” 


Farewel / at diſtance we are nigh. 


In ſilent hours when all alone, 


We thiak how we did parting cry 
Farewel , and feel that we are nigh. 


_ Within our hearts, blind prejudice ; 


We'll cdl co mind the melting cry, 
 Farewel / and tnat ſhall oring us nigh. 


8 
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Regard a broken hearted train; 


Pour down the halſam of thy blood, 
That nile we part, and fainting cry 


2 ——_ 


Farewel / our hearts may feel thee nigh. 


IL 


How happy 'tis, that tho' we part, 


The greateſt diſtance cannot move 


The flame enkindled in each heart, 


The glowing ſpark of h2av'aly love; 
No, tho we part, and fainting cry 


HL. 
Still are our pres ſweetly one, 
Tho? we are diſtant many miles ; 


Or lieg d with thouſand wheighty toils, 


* "os 2 
Or ſhould the pow'rs of hell beget, 


But ſately Lord. tnoul't hinder it, . 
And keep us nx'd in perfect peace & 


V. 
Now if it be ſo hard to part, 
Bur for a montn, a fleecing year, 


Where 
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here is the hard obdurate heart, 
Can endleſs eperation bear? 

Can boldly ſpeak, or ſofely ſigh 
Farewel, to all eternity? 


* "WA. 


But thanks to God thro” faith divine, 
Ve can't for ever be remov'd; 

It Feſas doth in mercy join, 

The fouls that are by him beloy'd, 
hoſe fouls may ſpeak without a lis ch, 
Farewel ſo firm's the goſpel rye. 


VI. 


But greater happineſs than this, 

Is 2i9x's portion here below; 

A deeper fountain ef true bliſs, 
That God won't from his people go; 
That tho we frequent fain ung cry, 
Farewel ! our God is always 22 


ute ehettrbetrcbebobetchctchtotetchys 


Praiſe for Redemptien: 
* 


Deſerves ten thouſand ſongs; 
15 was he that ſpoil'd the pow'rs ot ſin, 
To him all ſtrength belongs. 


Well 


HE great redemption Chriſt hehe in, 


—_—_— 


i 


„„ 
- 
q —C 
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II. 0 
We'll bear our thouſand foes to God, 
Our Dall labs, our lin; 
Tue torrent ot a Saviour's blood 
Shall „ aſh us ſinners clean. 


III. 


Thanks that the fountain open ſtands, 
T1 har here's a free acceſs; 

That Jus wita his pierced hands 
Dotn fach vile linners bleſs. 


IV. 


Draw us yet nearer to our (God, 
Till we thy falneſs prove 

Know all the hleffin g, ot thy blood, 
And banq:::: va thy love. 


E eee e e bebe aaa 
An Admiration of Free Grace. 
L- 
I Raptur d admire 


1 he grace cf my Ged ; 
Ie heaveniy nre 
Thar tiames in his blood: 
This grace i Il be ſinging 
Taro” all of my ſongs, 
Till free grac? is ri ging | 
From thouſands or tongues. 7 
O that 
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II. 


O that the world knew 
4 he riches of grace! 
And had in their view 
ImmauncÞs ways ! 
Thea eartu woull be Jon, 
And furrows thould ceaſe, 
V\ hile moctals rely'd on 
The a.chor of peace. 


III. 
But ſatan deceives 
Jen tiouſt1d poor ſonls; 
Falſe pleaſure he gives, 


And leads them like fools ; 


His c:a't l remember, 

He try'd cach extream ; 
O horr d diſſembler / 
Hd hae ul his name. 
IV. 

How oft he cry'd peace 
Jo me inn. y tins, 

ſaid, ſeul be at ea, 


While wrap'd in his chains: 


But I the more reſtleſs, 
Ihe louder ſhould cry, 
Sin's pleaſures were taitleſs, 


No comtort had J. 
v 
He craſtily then 
Conteſs'd it was true; 


I ſunk | 
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I uk ia ry ft, 

Muſt pe fh ia wee; 
That vain was my crying, 
God w-uld nit rega d; 
A /! TICN'S weak ighing 

Should ever be heard. 


JK 
Put warvellous grace 
Huth brought me fate thro”; 
To Jeſus the pra! He 
Eternal 1s aue; 
My crying he n. Sd, 
D1-ccs'd all my grief; 
My terters unbinded, 
And brought me relief. 


$I ZSSSSH esse 
* Before Preaching. 


J. 


OL Yr Spirit, quick'ning breeze, 
Speak, and give the goſpel peace; 

Salus wich the hidden ſeal, 

Now eternal lite reveal. 


IL 


Scablith; Lord, our fouls 12 grac?, 
- $30.5 59's 7 TECO CN 2d face; 


Help 61r cacn iiirmity. 


8 5 i bo 
«); "= . of 2114 ler thy r vants | + wen 


Let 
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III. 
Let thy voice be ſueet'y heard, 
Let thy he tage be Hard; 
Spree us, Lord? thy oleſlings give, 
Spare us, let thy ſervants live. 
IV. 

Is not bound'eſs grace with thee ? 
Ne have pr:v'd thy mercy free; 
Can thy great compaſſious fail? 
Shall the hends of heil prevail? 

. 1 N 

Various our Temptations here, 
Lighineſs. paſſron. pride and fear, 
Wo laly ferms, and p'a'ſe from men 
O rhat all our foes vere {iam ! 

CI ._* 
Bleſs'd be Gd, there's vict'ry got, 
Vict'ry is the chriſtiau's lot ; 
Whoſo's waſh'd in 7e/#'s blood, 
Tramples doun the 1liſh brood. 

VII. 


Who enough the Lamb adore? 
Let the cor:gregat:on join. 
All in j eſu's praiſe covinbune. 


* 
* 


Who ſhall ſpeak thy conqu'cing pow'r? 


Another, | 
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Another. 

I. 
O W great the depths ot Fe/t's Jn 
Who can the golpel bleſſings trace 
Pa don from fin, relea? from fear, 
A Lali diſperſi 'g black deſpair ; 


A happy wine in the heart, 
That we in Jeſas Criſt have part. 


II. 


A liberty ſurpaſſing thought, 

All chat the blood ot Jeſus bought; 
A filent peace, a heav'n with' a, 
Deliv'ra1ce from the pow'rs o LE 7 13 
A brother, husband aud a God, 
A fountain ſource of living food. 


III. 


Yes, aud a thouland bleſſings more ; 

How great the riches ot this ſtore ? 

Aid lo! the fountain flows tor you, 

Wo nothing in your ſelves can do; 
O burden'd fouls, the bleſſings ſeck, 
In faith this rich redemption take. 


IV. 


A fountain flows, it flows for lin, 


. Uncleanly fouls are here made clean; 


N — _ 
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How ſuitable the ſtream for us, 

| The blood deſcending trom the croſs: 
Come ſin- ſick ſouls, here's free acceſs, 
Bchold the pertect righteouſneſs ! 


V. 


O did ye once in truth draw nigh, 
And call in deep ſincerity, 

Upon the ſinner's tender friend. 
Soon would your groans and miſeries end; 
While pardon, peace, aſſurance too, 
As rivers to your ſouls ſhouid flow. 


VII. 


Come ex'ry ſoul, to night draw nigh, 
Quite ſure we are he won't deny 
The helpleſs fouls who come to him; 
No, Peſts is his charming name; 
Feſtus / how ſuitable it ſounds? 
F145 will heal the ſinner's wounds. 


2222. * 


FP 
In Trouble 


by 
\ ND ſhall my troubles weigh me down? 
Can I forget the ſparkling crown, 
Prepar'd tor me above ? | 
Tho' now my troubles preſs me ſore, 
My troubl-s.foon ſhall all be o'er, 
And I be nll'd with love. 


II 


Nlayn't I be glad amidit them all ? 
My troubles cannot make me fall, 
While Jeſus is my God; 
Tho? grievous to the fleſh they be, 
Let for ſome good they're ſent to me, 
Religa'd I'll kiſs the rod. 
2 
Wich Chrif a ſov'reign pow'r's found, 
He governs all the world around, 
And orders all things well; | 
Each raging wave the Lord commands, 
He fays thus far, and then it ſtands, 
And huſh'd is all the ſwell. 


IV. 
Tho? yet the waves with fury beat, 
Soon ſhall they fall beneath my fee 
Soon as he ſays thus far; 
O ſpeak the word, let tryals ceaſe, n 
And all within be joy and peace, 
ses, all be comfort there. 
V. 
Let not my will, if tryals be 
Wiſely appointed, Lord, by thee, 
O keep me quite reſign d; 
Be this my pray'r, thy will be done, 
Thy will, O Lord | thy will alone; _ 
So breaths my peaceful mind. 


N 2 Expe- 


160 HYMNS. 
n $244 eee 


— — . — 


Experience from Solomont 5 ng. v. 2 _— 


| L 
H me! I ſleep! yet ſtill I feel by 
A ſpark of my half ſmother'd zeal ; J 
Yes, {tijl my Saviour's voice I know, == 4 
Iis he that knocks, and courts me fo. — 


I. = 


Oden, the heav'nly charmer cries, | 
he ſofteſt language eſis tries; 


Hai k to his voice; my ſpotleſs love, Y N 
| Ay / Ha, under d, my a; VE. | 
III. | 

Open, he fays with argument "2 
„ ould make a ſtranger's heart to rent; ; "| 


Jet with the cold unwhol/ome dew, | 4 
Open, ” love, my ſorrows view. 


IV. 


Yer my Zaſe heart would ſeek excuſe, 
Would ent' rance to my Lord refuſe ; 
But diftant glimmers of his love 

Scon made my frozen bowels move. 


V. 


T roſe to open to my Gd, 
And felt a heav'n where er I trod; 


HYMNS. 


Bur, when I open'd, he was gone, 


AM ——P he charming Jeſus was wundraun. 


VI. 


My fpirits fail'd. ſtill Chrift I ſought, 


But wretched me, I found him not; 
I loudly call'd, but to my call 
No anſwer could obtain at all. | 


5 VII. 

While in the ſtreets, the means of grace 
Still did my heavy grief, incræaſe; 

The watchmen, minifters they were, 


"YE 
O daughters of jeruſalem / 
If Chriſt ye know pray tell to him 
Um tick ot love, of burning love, 
And pant his kind embrace to prove. 


T F I but think of Fe{#'s love 
I teel my very bowels move; 
And loud I cry in exſtaly, 


O the dear Man that dy d for ne. 


- 


Wounded, and ſtrip' d, and lett me bare. 


161 


162 


HYMNS. 
| II. 

T yiew him in his infant-ftate, 
And till his Godhead can't forget; 


Pm raviſh'd with the Myſtery ; 
O the dear Man, &c. 


III. a 
I ſee him in his tender age, 
With doctors in diſputes engage, 
While leaps my heart with exſtaſy ; 
O the dear Man, &c. 
His miracles confirm my faith, 
All that he does, all that he faith, 


Shows me there's none like him can be 
O the dear Man, &Cc. 


Wo 

I view him fore derided too, 
Here by a greek / there by jew / 
Meekly he bears their mockery ; 
O the dear Man, &c. 

i ES 

His love to his di/ciple-train, 
Makes me admire my Lord again ; 
Never was maſter halt ſo free; 

O the dear Man, &c. 

His condeſcention O how great 
The mafer cleans his ſervants feet; 


I 


There A 


— 


- * 2 eV. * 


2 
1 
f 


Derided by the /evite crowd, 


When Jeſus was for my crimes caſt, 
Silent he bore all OT ; 


O the dear Man, 


My heart diſſolves while this I ſee! : 


Or tell the ſcene of caboary p 


HYMNS. 
There cannot ſuch a maſter be; 
O the dear FED &C. 


VIII. 


When the vile mob, that judas brought, 
In the dark garden Jeſus ſought, 
Kindly he ſaid, let theſe go Free; ; 

O the dear Man, &c. 


IX. | 
While at the jndement-bars he ſtood, 


163 


Still like a Lamb my Lord I ſee; 
O the dear Man, &c. 


X. 


Yes, when they condemnation paſt, 


XI 
Then was he ſtrip'd with ftroaks ſevere, 
Which 2 dear fleſh tare ; | 


O the dear Man, &C. 


XII. 


How ſhall I then proceed to ſing, 
The dying tortures of my king ? 


O the dear Man &C. 


164 HYMNS. 
| XIII. 


Nail d to he croſs, come ſinners view, 
What 7 %%, did for your fouls do; 

So ſhall you ſing in exſtaſy, 

O the dear Man, &c. 


-XIV. 


His wounds (his tort*rous death) declare 
He did our great tranſgreſſions bear; h 
There cannot ſuch a Saviour be! 6 
O the dear Man, &c. | 


XV. [ 
His ri/g trom the vanquiſh'd grave, 1 
Shows him a God that's great to ſave; 
Encreaſes ſtill my exſtaſy, . 
O the dear Man, &c. 
His bright aſcention to the skies 

Tells me, thy crumbling duſt ſhall riſe, 
Shall fing to all eternity ; 

O the dear Man that dy d for me / 


A Tavis 
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A TABL E. 


Shewing how to find out any HYMN by 
the firſt Line. : 
A 


H me! I ſleep! yet ſtill I feel 160 
A miniſter of Chrift our God 25 


And doth the tempter ſay 47 
And ſhall my troubles weigh me down 158 
Are ye chriſtians? are ye ſo 21 
As little robins pert and fair 33 
5 
Church of 7%, bride of God 8 
Come, my Saviour, ſhow thy pierc2d heart 
Come, ſiſters, let us join to praiſe 101 
Come ſinners, come, O come and taſte 124 
Come, ye ranſom'd of the Saviour 132 
D 
Dear Saviour of men 109 
Did jude the ancient church accuſe 438 


Ev'ry morning with thy wonted grace 77 


— 
* - 


1 66 A Tas LE, 
G 
God of mercy, manifeſt we pray 
H 


Happy thoſe, and only happy they 
Hc<re may Teſt 1s lodge with me 
Hely Spirit quick'ning breeze 
How great is my had - 
Ho great the depths of Jeſu's grace 
How nappy is the foul ſer tree 
How hard is my heart 
How loud ſhould britons ſhout 
How ſhall I %s glories tell 
1 | 
I by faith enliſted am 
I raptur'd admire 
I ting the Youth, the Nazareen 


Jeſus, he is kind FF YL 
t but think or Jeſu's love 


I'm ſure it was the voice of God 
It is not right that I ſhould grieve 


o 
Let a tempting devil ſtrive 


Let others mourn, and pine, and grieve 


Long a perfect church! ſought 
Many others their confeſſions ſing 
Mighty diſpoſer of all things 
My raptur'd ronguth 


O FPe/us. this thy ſervant keep 
O Jeſus who did once explain 


O redemption ! boundleſs good 


The tydt:gs of g ace 


A TABLE. 
N 
Now I muſt in tcars confeſs 


O 


O may my ſoul be taſter bound 
O miracle ot grace divine 


O that the Lord may with us go 
Our great Fehovah claim'd a day 
S 


Satan hath blinded all the world 
Saviour who knows the hearts of men 


Search ev'ry peopled land 


See on calv'ry's mount a wonder 

See on the goſpel pole 

Shall angels above 

Shall poor ſinners vainly meet 
Sharon's roſe may boaſt it's bloom 
Soldiers of a conqu'ring king 
Strengchen this preacher of thy grace 


D L 
Ten thouſand thouſand are my ſins 


'Taar taith which I of Chriſt receiv'd 


Tae fleſh of my God 
Tae great reueiaption Chrif brought in 
The judgment's near rhe ballance hung 


Thou d2aceit eu, hen below 


168 


A TaBIE. 
Thou Saviour divine 107 
Thus faith the Lord, if I ariſe | 74 
Thy ev'ry mercy calls for praiſe 92 
”I is God provides for all our nceds 99 
W 
We ſhout aloud to ijrael's God 51 
Well, tifters, did you c' er repent 102 
What mutt I alu ays doubting fray 127 
What pleaſure have I 19 
When dezi Lord ſhall jarring ceaſe 128 
When Jeſus kindly ſhow'd 96 
W hen je hu was by the Spirit led 22 
When ſatan wich his utmoſt rage 114 
When ſhall my frozen heart revive 86 


When tedious years were all inſpir'd 35 
When we who tend our brother's grave 135 


Whence ariſes ſordid fear 88 
"While I retiect u __ =roal.:..---..: $3. 
While a aſurper ſee _ the nation's crown 114 
Le helpleſs ſouls, . Saviour fee 36 


Le ſons of levi loud proclaim 121 


4 


- 
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